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PREFACE. 



The author of the following poems makes no preten- 
sions to literary excellence: — the offspring of moments 
of leisure from engrossing pursuits, they are, strictly 
speaking, fugitive in their character; — but little time 
or labor having been bestowed upon their composition. 
He is aware that their interest (should they, indeed, be 
possessed of any) will be limited to the places which 
they describe, and the persons to whom they refer. — It 
is from the affection which he feels for the former, and a 
hope that they may afford some gratification to the 
latter, that he has published them in their present form. 

Savannah, Georgia, Feb., 1850. 
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MY FATHER. 



As die dw emben on dw heuth. 

And o'er the floor the shadows fall, 
And oreepi the chirping cricket forth, 

And ticks the death-watch in the waU, 
I see a form in y<mder chair 

That grows beneath the waning light ; — 
There are the wan, sad features— there 

The pallid brow and locks of white. 

My Father 1 when they laid thee down, 

And heaped the clay upon thy breast, 
And left thee sleeping all alone 

Upon thy narrow conch of rest, 
I know not why I conid not weep. 

The soothing drops refused to roO, 
And oh ! thai grief is wild and deep. 

Which settles tearless on the sonl. 
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16 MY FATHER. 



Bat when I taw thy vacant chair. 

Thine idle hat apon the wall, 
Thy book — the penciled panagfe where 

Tliine eye had rested last of all — 
The tree beneath whose friendly shade 

Thy trembling feet had wandered forth — 
The very prints those feet had made 

When last they feebly trod the earth ; — 

And thought, while countless ages fled, 

Tliy vacant seat would vacant stand — 
Unworn thy hat— tiiy book unread — 

Effaced thy footsteps from the sand— 
And widowed in this cheerless world 

The heart that gave its love to thee — 
Tom like the vine whose tendrils coiled 

More closely roand the falling tree ; — 

Oh I Father ! then for her and thee 

Gushed madly forth the scorching tears ; 
And oft, and long, and bitterly 

Those tears have gushed in later years ; - 
For as the world grows cold around, 

And things take on their real hue, 
Tis sad to learn that love is found 

Alone above the stars with you I 
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TALLULAH. 



A Sabbath on the mountains f 

Not alone 

In temple reared to God by human skill — 
In sermon, prayer, and organ*s swelling tone — 

The spirit finds relief from earthly ill. 

Or hears the angeVs whisper — peace, be still ! — 
Or keeps the Sabbath holy. Where the light 

Still tips with gold the edges of each hill. 
Though fade the shadowy valleys from t^e sight, 
I climb the solemn mountains, and await the night 
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20 TALLULAH. 

Eye of the Sabbath I in a fitting place 

I greet thy stars, just kindling np on high : 
For Nature here still wears her primal face, 

And here the earth lies nearest to the sky ; 

And thou, Terrora ! wildly gleaming by, — 
A flaming sword that midway cleaves the hill, — 

Dost chant grand anthems, peal on peal for aye. 
In thunder-tones I which heaven's broad concave fill ! 
And shake th' overhanging cliff, as with an earthquake's 
thrill !— 

Where standing, giddy, on its shelving edge, 

Thy foaming torrents far below I see, 
Like angry flames, from rocky ledge to ledge, 

XJpshooting, flashing, quivering as they flee ! — 

Lashing the shuddering mountain ceaselessly. 
Where lie his granite entrails all ajar, — 

As wave on wave, still struggling to be free. 
Swells from the gorge, and leaps th' opposing bar, 
And plunges, howling down, to join another war ! 
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TALLULAH. 21 

Terrific spectacle I — whence Nature speaks 

A language of majestic eloquence 
To him who, in her awful presence, seeks 

The broader glimpses of Omnipotence. 

Toil of unnumbered ages I work immense ! 
Oh ! what the changes of man's destiny, 

Since first these waters tore th' opposing fence 
Of granite mountains, and, in savage glee. 
Bushed to the lower earth, and sought the distant sea 1 



Each downward step, worn by long centuries, 
Each rock upheaved, the slow work of an age ;— 

The epochs of a thousand histories 
Thus deeply carved, on one eternal page ! — 
But all else dark I In vain the curious sage 

To the far past may look with eager eyes : — 
No glimmering there his cravings to assuage I 

A midnight, curtained round by starless skies. 

Upon its generations, and their story lies. 
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22 TALLtTLAR. 

But lo ! upon yon crags methinks I see, 

Forth-leaping from the bosom of the wood, 
The hunter wild who gave a name to thee — 

Tallulah ! Terrible I — in accents rude. 

Amid the deep and far-off solitude, 
Upon his startled ear the breezes bore 

A voice like Ocean's, in his stormier mood, 
And, falling on the earth, as taught of yore. 
Perchance he felt it shake, responsive to thy roar. 

He comes ! he looks 1 appalled, he reels in air I 
He shouts aloud, but hears not his own yell ! 

The frightful gorge that yawns, deep as despair. 
Invites him ever downward, with a spell 
Of thrilling magic, in yon billows' swell 

To join a strange, terrific revelry. 

He dares not ! In thy voice he hears the knell 

Of human things. He bends the suppliant knee 

To the G-reat Spirit of the Terrible in thee. 
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TALLULAH. 23 

Tallulah ! flashes from his trembling soul, 
The name that speaks thine awful majesty. 

Tallulah I — not an echo save thy roll — 
Monotonous, majestic melody,— 
The dirge of races that have ceased to be, 

In solemn cadence pealing o'er the graves 
Of chiefs and warriors once as bold as he, 

Who leaped as nimbly o'er thy granite caves, 

And caught as eagerly the music of thy waves. 

Once more I look ! — the dusky form has gone — 
Passed with the onward course of time, and passed 

To come no more ; perhaps a king upon 
Yon height he sleeps, rocked by the winter's blast, 
In couch all regal, where dead hands have cast 

His mighty bones — the nearest to the stars, — 
And left him there to rest in peace at last. 

Forgetful of his glory, scalps, and scars — 

The unsung Hector of a hundred bloody wars. 
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24 TALLULAH. • 

Again I gaze : and other forms appear, 

Of milder mien and far more gentle grace ; 
And softer tones are falling on my ear, — 

And yet, methinks, less kindred with the place. 

Another, and, it may be, nobler race 
Have made these hills their own ; — and they draw near, 

With kindling spirits, yet with cautions pace — 
Youth, age, and wisdom with her brow of care, 
And joyous beauty, that has never wept a tear. 

And through the lapse of circling ages they 

Shall come. Year after year to thee shall bring 
The thoughtful searcher after knowledge, and the gay. 

Who sport through life as through a morn in spring ; 

And tears shall fall, and the light laugh shall ring 
Beside thee, and the lonely heart shall seek 

Belief from its eternal sorrowing ; — 
And all shall feel upon their spirits break 
Thoughts wonderful, emotions strange they may not 
speak. 
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T'ALLULAH. 25 

I tarn towards the coming time, and hear 

The voice of a great people which shall dwell 
Among these mountains, free as their own air, 

And chainless as thy current's ceaseless swell. 

Behold them growing into power ! They fell 
The old, primeval forests, which have stood 

For ages in the valleys. They dispel 
The shades from Nature's face, and, thickly strewed, 
Their villages spring up amid the solitude. 

I look again : and I behold them not ! 

Silence resumes once more her ancient reign. 
A solitary form stands on the spot 

Where mine had stood. Around, on hill and plain. 

The palace crumbles, and the gorgeous fane 
Sinks into dust. He weeps above the tomb 

Of human pride, and feels that it is vain ; — 
Tet shall thy voice arise amid the gloom 
Of silent hearths and cities, scornful of their doom. 
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26 TALLTTLAH*. 

I look once more. Behold 'tis changed again, — 
And yet 'tis unchanged 1 Earth has upward shot 

Her twigs from naked mountain, yale and plain. 
How rankly have they grown above the spot 
Where cities crumble and their builders rot I 

Again the forest moans beneath the blast 
The eagle finds, on mountain cliff and grot, 

Once more, his eyrie undisturbed. The vast 

And melancholy wilderness o'er all is cast ! 

And lo I upon the spot where I had stood 

A second form — how like to mine ! — has ta'en 

His lonely place, and hears the solitude 
Beturn thy stunning anthems back again — 
Like distant roarings of some mighty main. 

The earth around lies in her primal dress ; 
And far above, just entering on her wane. 

The full round moon, with not a ray the less, 

Looks calmly forth as now, upon the wilderness. 
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TALLULAH. 27 

He treads the earth, nor dreams that he has trod 

On human dust The oak that o'er him waves 
So proudly, tells him not how, through the sod. 

Its roots sucked nourishment from human graves. 

The renovated stream its channel laves 
Beside his feet, as freshly as of old ; 

Its moist bank not a lingering record saves 
Of those who dried its sources. Flowers unfold 
Their tints, nor tell how they have fad on human mould. 

Now, from the broad expanse his eye surveys, 

Ambition ! summon forth thy votaries ! — 
Whose eagle vision drank the noontide blaze. 

Whose eagle pinions fanned the highest breeze. 

Power ! thou that gloried'st in the bending knees 
Of millions of God's humbled creatures, seek 

Thy favorites now, who strode through bloody seas 
To thrones, it may be, and upon the weak 
Bade human passion all her hellish vengeance wreak ! 
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28 TALLtTLAH. 

Bid them arise ! stand forth ! each in his place, 
From the broad waste, to greet the gazer's sight, 

With bright insignia which in life did grace 
The brow, and give the bounding heart delight 
Arise I each to the stature of his might, 

And tell of how he lived, and how he died ! 
Say I comes a single voice upon the night 1 

Bises a single form above the common tide 1 

Ambition ! Glory ! Power ! oh ! where do ye abide ? 

Speak, Suffering ! call thy pallid sons ! 

And Poverty ! thy millions marshal forth ! — 
Thy starving millions, with their rags and groans, — 

Who knew helPs tortures on God's smiling eartL 

Name o'er thy thoughtless legions, reckless Mirth ! 
And Disappointment ! with thy sable brow. 

Summon thy slaves, of great or little worth ! 
And Suicide I thou child of darkest woe — 
Speak to thy bleeding victims, thou who laid'st them 
low! 
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TALLULAH. 29 

Behold, they come not ! Still he stands alone. 

He gazes upward to the midnight sky — 
The same dim vault whose orbs as brightly shone, 

When watched by the Chaldean's wakeful eye. 

As now they shine. His dreamings are of high 
And holy things. To him the earth is young — 

The heavens are young. In joyous infancy 
A nation buds around, to whom belong 
No past, no memories, but a future, bright and strong. 

Clod of the mountain, which I rudely tread ! 

Small atom, on the desert breezes borne ! 
Are ye a portion of the nameless dead 

Who here have dwelt since earth's remotest mom? — 

Tribes, nations, generations, long since shorn 
Of all that gave memento of their life ? 

What form or forms of being have ye worn ? 
With glorious thoughts have ye been ever rife ? — 
With hope, and hate, and love, and passion's endless 
strife ? - 
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30 TALLULAH. 

And lived ye thus, the image of year God, 

In sceptred king, upon his jewelled throne 1 
Or vassal rude that, sweating, turned the sod 1 — 

In busy hivB of cities, long since gone. 

That swarmed and hummed until their work was 
done? — 
In beauty exquisite of form and grace ? — 

The seat of fame that long its circle run? — 
Or thought that rose from sordid earth to chase 
The winged stars of heaven, and left them in the race? — 

And sickened quite, at length, of human form. 
Too long bequeathed to son by wasting sire, — 

Exhausted in the oft-repeated storm 
Of fiery passion — love, and hate, and ire — 
Of grovelling suffering, and impure desire, — 

Where sought ye then to renovate your power ? 
In what new form to catch your primal fire ? 

In brute or bird how often lived your hour, 

Or hardened to the rock, or blossomed iiji the flower ? 
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Oh ! life, that moves within my body now, 
What long-forgotten forms, since time was young, 

Have quickened in thy soul-inspiring flow? 
To an extended chain do I belong 
Of human being, weak by turns and strong, 

From earliest epochs growing, and to grow 
Until the morning stars have sung their song? 

When in the dust again these limbs are low, 

To other tormB of sentient nature wilt thou go 7 

Have I enjoyed and suffered erst in thee ? 

And are the glimpses lingering in the mind 
Which, sometimes, like a shattered dream, I see. 

The steps an old existence left behind. 

That brighten thus to make me still more blind ? — 
As thought some form has caught he knew before, 

Or starts an old familiar path to find. 
An instant — but an instant and no more — 
And vainly seeks a broader trace on that dim shore? 
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32 TALLULAH. 

And when this body dies, shall I with thee 
Pass into brute, or bird, or wood, or stone, 

Until refreshed the vital spark shall be, 
And into human form again we run, — 
Thus changing ever till the work is done ? 

And when this universe has passed away. 
And earth lies like a mist without a sun. 

What semblance shall I wear of perished clay 

Beneath th' effulgent light of that unending day ? 

And shall I recognize the different beings then 

Through which my fleeting essence shall have pass'd, 

And understand them all ? as, with the ken 
Of angel thought, my curious eye is cast 
Along the varied chain from first to last, — 

Link after link, now glittering and now gone, — 
Yet bound together in one being fast. 

And ever reaching upwards, one by one. 

From cradled earth to God's eternal throne ? 
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TALLULAH. 33 

Or when this body sleeps, shall I awake 

As from the slumbers of a single night, 
And view eternity upon me break, 

A glorious morning of resplendent light. 

Explaining all things to my ear and sight? — 
How from the senseless th' animate spring forth ? — 

Where stopped the mind upon its heavenward flight? — 
How from the dead the living have their birth ? — 
Where rest the teeming millions who have peopled 
earth ? 

Among these countless hosts, oh ! what am I ? — 
The tens of myriads who my essence share, 

In nations, races, colors piled up high 

Within the dusky past, and nameless there ; — 
And yet who saw the light and breathed the air. 

Who loved and hated, suffered and enjoyed. 
By hope elated and oppressed by care. 

In avocations of this life employed. 

Have tilled the fertile soil, have fashioned and de- 
stroyed. 
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34 TALLULAH. 

Oh, what am I ! when, o^er the boundless earth. 

On generations generations lie. 
And every clod, from farthest south to north. 

Might rise a man, and with me boldly vie ? 

Among them lost, as rain-drop from the sky, 
That touches ocean, and is seen no more, 

Except by Him whose all-pervading eye 
Still marks the falling sparrow, and tells o'er 
The hairs upon the head, and sands upon the shore. 

Oh ! thou great voice of Nature ! speaking in 
The sky-sustaining mountains, in the woods 

That wave upon their summits, in the din 

Of midnight winds, and rushing, roaring floods, 
In the deep shade of twilight solitudes. 

And, over all, in the broad firmament — 

By day or night — in all its changing moods — 

Sunlit, or spangled with star-systems sent 

Forth by the Architect, upon their missions bent ; — 
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TALLULAH. 35 

As thus my soul has upward, outward turned, 
I thank thee for thy teachings, weird and low. 

And for the solemn lesson I have learned ! 
The Present ! where, upon Time's ocean flow. 
Swims that small speck — the all-engrossing Now — 

The fenced-in realm where move the busy crowd 
Of human being, with its joy and woe, 

Its loves and hates, its sunshine and its cloud, 

Its pride heaven-reaching, its crushed heart to ashes 
bowed? 

And Self! all-potent Self! — fiend of the soul, 
That grimly sits upon a tyrant's throne, — 

Oh ! where upon creation's boundless scroll, 
Is seen that little dot? — of myriads one, 
When myriads into one have scarce begun 

A letter on the parchment infinite, 

Where G-od, with pen dipped in th' eternal sun. 

The lines of nations, races, worlds doth write. 

Till page on page innumerable glows with light I 
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36 TALLULAH. 

Oh ! have I suffered ? Has the world at times 
Scowled hideously upon my tortured brain ? 

In silence have I reckoned o'er the crimes 
Which men had done me — the unceasing pain 
Of hell-inspired malice, which would drain 

The heart's blood — dark detraction, with its breath 
Of blighting pois'n — ingratitude — the bane 

Of injured love, until — a fiery wreath — 

They circled round the soul to burn in worse than 
death ? 

And have I seen the lights of my young hope 
Qo out, like stars when storms are on the sky, 

Which leave the night-bound traveller to grope 
In double darkness ? Does the kindling eye 
Of youth and health in misty shadows lie. 

That quench its ray while life is in her prime ? — 
And passes oftentimes a spectre by 

On dusky wing, and speaks of closing time. 

Of death, the grave, the future, with a funeral chime ? 
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Of noble ends, designed right earnestly, 

All unfulfilled ? — of aspirations, bold 
As ardent youth could make them, and as free, 

Dashed earthwards, ere their pinions could unfold? — 

Of priceless hours, for wanton nothing, sold, 
And squandered on a past to come no more. 

While life her moments all too quickly told ? — 
Of a young argosy, hope-freighted o'er. 
Wrecked piteously upon a rude and barbarous shore ? 



Away such dreamings ! In the mighty vast 
Of Nature, what such individual woes 1 — 

In the huge ruin on the old world cast. 

In writhings of cursed nations, in the throes 
Of races deluge-covered, in the death that goes 

Upon the wings of poisoned winds — upon 
The tides of ocean — deals his blows 

On continents, until the goal is won. 

And millions gaze no more upon the God-lit sun ! 
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Oh I what such broken purpose? — when th« past 
Speaks yaguely, with her shadowy tongue, 

Of times when proud humanity had oast 
His eyes towards heayen, with aspirings strong, 
That but to angels fitly could belong ! — 

When mind the book of stars had fully read, 
Had delved the bowels of the earth among, 

On knowledge, world-forbidden, richly fed. 

To seek the fount of life had raised a daring head, 

And strove to face the Maker ! — deluge-dashed. 

By nations, races, principalities. 
And powers, from earth's broad surface washed — 

His haunts lie at the bottom of the seas ; — 

His fabrics, in the ocean's slimy lees ; — 
His work-shop, wreathed into the coral cave ; — 

His science, letters, arts or war and peace. 
For ever whelmed beneath the briny wave, 
Where, ocean-shrouded, lies a dead world in its gra 
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TALLULAH. 39 

So let me learn the lesson ! When this life 
Glooms into sorrow's night, storm-dashed and drear, 

Gaze o'er such fields of myriad-blighting strife — 
Whole nations shattered and whole races sere — ' 
And what thy source of individual care? 

What to th' unerring fate which all, at last, 
The mightiest and the humblest, fully share -^ 

All floating from the present to the past, 

Like motes one instant in the glorious sunshine cast ? 

And do I hate ? — The worm but hates the worm I 

As, in the lees of putrid water, fight 
The animalculse, in furious storm 

Of pigmy battle, for the wrong or right — 

Who shall the nearest see the light. 
Who rise the highest on the slimy wave, 

Who lord it with the most unquestioned might, 
Who be the conqueror, who the abject slave. 
Who fill the largest life, and who, the earliest grave ! 
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Fie on the wretched struggle, — let it end ! 

The prizes of this earth, oh ! what are they ? 
To what great consummation do they tend, 

That man should wrestle with his brother clay; — 

In sickening heart-aches, fritter life away ; — 
On dead fruit feed the soul, till it is lean ; — 

Of ifight-bred passions, shrinking from the day. 
Of malice, spite, and envy, vile and mean. 
Stir up the cup — then gulp it, while the poison^s green ! 

Fie on the wretched struggle, — let it cease ! 

For he that hates is aye his greatest foe. 
Self, fiend-like, fixes on his quivering peace 

Her talons, red beneath the purple flow 

Of something more embittered still than woe. 
Self, fiend-like, in her dark and narrow cell. 

Spits out her gall and wormwood, with a throe" 
Whose pang no human lip may fitly tell. 
And makes the soul its own tormentor, earth a hell. 
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Exorcise self and hate ! and through their cloud 

Of sordid suffering and of grovelling sin, 
Beneath whose shadow the dim soul is bowed, 

From heaven's own portals let th^ sunshine in ! 

And all is light, where darkness once had been ; 
And streams flow freshly where the rook was dry ; 

And flowers, amid the waste, their sweet robes spin ; 
And, where the storm-tongued night aloud did cry. 
Floats^ through the stars, seraphic music firom the sky 1 

When to the bustling haunts of men Again 

I turn, and mingle with my fellows, let 
The impress of these teachings long remain. 

Upon my inmost spirit deeply set ! — 

Through trials, conflicts, wrongs, enduring yet. 
So shall I pluck from life her keenest sting ; 

So shall the cares of earth be nobly met ; 
And even sorrow, on her bleeding wing. 
An olive branch, from realms of purer being, bring. 
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Thanks for the lesson, which, on bending knee, 

Has turned my soul, God of the Infinite, 
In humble supplication, up to thee \t- 

Who lookest, mih. thine eye of searching light, 

Upon thy whole creation — losing sight 
Of not a nook or crevice — passing by 

No drop or atom — ruling all aright^— 
That, while in dying dust I lowly lie^ 
Mine upturned gase may oatoh bright glimpses of the 
sky I 
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The red old hills of Georgia I 

So bald, and bare, and bleak — 
Their memory fills my spirit 

With thoughts I cannot speak. 
They have no robe of verdure, 

Stript naked to the blast ; 
And yet, of all the varied earth, 

I love them best at last. 

I love them for the pleasure 
With whioh my life was blest, 
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When erst I left, in boyhood, 
My footsteps on their breast. 

When in the rains had perished 
Those steps from plain and knoll, 

Then vanished, with the storm of grief, 
Joy.'s foot-prints from my soul ! 

The red old hills of Georgia ! 

My heart is on them now ; , 
Where, fed from golden streamlets, 

Oconee's waters flow ! 
I love them with devotion, 

Though washed so bleak and bare ; — 
Oh ! ,can my spirit e*er forget 

The warm hearts dwelling there ? 

I love them for the living, — 
The generous, kind, and gay ; 

And for the dead who slumber 
Within their breasts of clay. 
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I love them for the bounty, 

Which cheers the social hearth ; 
I love them for their rosy girls — 

The fairest on the earth ! 

The red old hills of Georgia I 

Oh ! where, upon the face 
Of earth, is freedom's spirit 

More bright in any race ? — 
Tn Switzerland and Scotland 

Each patriot breast it fills, 
But oh ! it blazes brighter yet 
Among our Georgia hills ! 

And where, upon their surface, 

Is heart to feeling dead ? — 
Oh ! when has needy stranger 

Gone from those hills unfed ? 
There bravery and kindness. 

For aye, go hand in hand, 

3* 
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Upon your washed and naked hilb, 
^ My own, my natire land V* 

The red old hills of Georgia 

I neyer can forget ; 
Amid life's joys and sorrows, 

My heart is on them yet ; — 
And when my conrse is ended, 

When life her web has wove, 
Oh f may I then, beneath those hills^ 

Lie close to them I loye f 
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The tattoo beats ; — the lights are gone ;- 
The camp around in slumber lies ; — 

The night, with solemn paee, moves on ;- 
The shadows thicken o'er the skies ;— 

But sleep my weary eyes hath flown, 
And sad, uneasy thoughts arise. 

I think of thee, oh 1 dearest one I 

Whose love mine early life hath blest ;- 
Of thee and him—- our bat^ sen— 
Who slumbers ion ihy pntle breast f — 
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God of the tender, frail, and lone. 
Oh ! guard that little sleeper's rest ! 

And hover, gently hover near 

To her, whose watchfdl eye is wet — . 

The mother, wife, the doubly dear, 
In whose young heart have freshly met 

Two streams of love so deep and clear — 
And cheer her drooping spirit yet I 

Now, as she kneels before thy throne, 
Oh ! teach her, Ruler of the skies ! 

That while, by thy behest alone. 
Earth's mightiest powers fall or rise. 

No tear is wept to thee unknown. 
Nor hair is lost, nor sparrow dies ! 

That thou canst stay the ruthless hand 
Of dark disease, and soothe its pain; 
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That only by thy stern command 
The battle's lost, the soldier's slain ; 

That from the distant sea or land 
Thou bring'st the wanderer home again ! 

And when upon her pillow lone 
Her tear-wet cheek is sadly press'd, ^ 

May happier visions beam upon 
The brightening currents of her brekst, — 

Nor frowning look, nor angry tone, 
Disturb the sabbath of her rest f 

Wherever fate those forms may throw, 
LoVd with a passion almost wild — 
By day, by night — in joy, or woe — 
By fears oppressed, or hopes beguiled — 
. From every danger, every foe. 

Oh 1 GK)d ! protect my wife and child I 
Camargo, Mexico, 1846. 
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Where the turbid Rio Grande 
Rushes swiftly to the b^y ; — 

Where the gray Sierra Madre 
Looms o'ei sunny Monterey ; — 

At Victoria ; — at Tampico ; — 
Where San Juan's ramparts riso ,'• 

And where snow-eap't Orizaba 
Freezes in the torrid ddea ;-« 
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Te are slumbering, gallant soldiers 1 
Each upon his couch of sand. 

Death had tapped but once his tattoo, 
And ye were a silent band. 

Who is posting now the watches 
Bound the still and sleeping camp ? 

Who is giving now the challenge, 
When with deW the earth is damp ? 

As ye saw the torrid sunset 

On the jagged mountains shine, 

And retreat was beat at evening — 

* Who commanded then the line 1 

Patriot soldiers ! gallant Georgians ! 

Who leads on the column now, 
As, in dreams, your eager spirits 

Rush upon your country's foe ? 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



THE QEORGIA REGIMENT. 53 

Or when gentler visions gleaming, 

Take the place of battle's strife, 
Are ye still as fondly dreaming 

Of the dear and distant wife ? 

From your eyes do gushing tear-drops 
Trickle down your sun-burnt cheeks, 

As some feeble, dying comrade 
Of his Georgia children speaks 1 

Or hav6 dreams of home and kindred 

From your slumbers quickly fled. 
As the shaggy wolf, at midnight, 

Howls above your desert bed ? 

Do ya hear the raging northers ! 

Do they break your deep repose. 
As they rush and roar from mountains 

Covered with eternal snows ? 
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Calm your slumbers, dauntless soldiers !- 
Suns were hot, and sands were deej^, 

Marches long, and knapsacks heavy, 
When ye threw Hihem off to sleep ! 

Deep your rest, ye gallant soldiers ! 

Wolf may howl, and savage yell ;-»— 
Bushing, roaring from the mountains, 

Northers into rage may swell ; — 

Still ye lie, in tranquil slumber, 
. Through the grave's protracted nighty 
Waiting till God's own reoeHU^ 
Beating, rouse the dead to light I 
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She kneela I 

There was a smile^ whieh aU the day 
Upon her lip and in her eye had played ; — 
A harmless merriment, from her young heart 
Up-gushing, joyous in its dreams of hope^ 
And love, and innooenoe. 'Tia vanished now f 
Upon her snow-white shoulder, backward thrown, 
Her dark hair hangs in Presses ; — on her breast 
Her jewelled hands are clasped ; — her lips searoe move 
Beneath the hallowed words they breathe to heaven. 
How beautiful I Within her up-turned eyes 
There is a play of light-^^so meek, so soft^ 
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So spiritual — it seems th' embodiment 
Of the sweet soul of prayer. 

Tet what has she, 
So bright, so beautiful, to ask of Heaven 1 
Earth wears for her its robe of richest green. 
The stream of life has borne her bark through realms 
Celestial ; — scarce a wandering cloud has cast 
A shadow on its clear, calm bosom ; flowers 
Have sprung up on its banks ; the song of birds, 
And hum of bees have mingled sweetly ; stars 
Have shone, jmute harbingers of future bliss. 
For her the day has shed his sweetest sunlight. 
And dreams, serene as her own soul, have winged 
The dusky hours of the deep night. For her 
The world runs over with sWeet sights and sounds, 
For Nature, with a mother's gentle clasp. 
Entwines her to a bosom, oh ! how full 
Of gushing tenderness f and sheds around 
Bich perfume, and has sung her soul to rest 
With music caught from heaven ! 
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Oh ! what has she 
To ask of God I Not hers the angry strife ^ 

Of souls at war, which blackens earth with sin, 
And imprecates the wrath of Heaven ! To her 
Has never come the storm of dark contention ; 
The frown of haggard envy ; the deep curse. 
Which from the weak has risen up against 
The grim oppressor ; the fierce smile of triumph ; 
The bitter glance of hate, that burns the soul 
With fires of hell ; the mad, m^d tears which flow 
Like molten lead, when pale ambition, hurled 
To dust, in dust must lie for ever. Strifes 
And tortures such as these, which furrow out 
Broad wrinkles on the brow, and make the soul 
Grow old before its reason — what are they to her? — 
To her whose pure and virgin heart has shed 
The beauty of its innocence, as bright 
As the first iris of a young May morn, 
O'er all the universe of God ! 
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Oh I what 
Has she, thus pure and blest, to ask of Heaven 1 

The motion of her lip becomes more quick 
And tremulous, and in her eye of blue — 
How like a dew-drop on the violet !^-- 
A tear hangs glistening ! Perhaps for him 
She prays, — the old, white-headed man who watched 
Beside her infancy, oft trembling lest 
The hand of death should dash the beauty out 
Fast kindling in her visage ; who would gaze 
So fondly on her cradled sleep, and think 
That earth but once had held so sweet a babe ! 
And as she grew in years, and the young mind 
Began to dawn in those celestial orbs. 
And the young heart to offer up its love. 
In gentle words half-syllabled, would catch 
Her light form to his bosom, with a thrill 
The parent only knows. 
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And she, who oft 
Had watched her when no other eye was ne4r, 
Had loved her as no other heart can love, 
Had trembled for her with a mother's fear ; — 
She who, when first her inifant accents fell. 
Had taught her how to lisp a prayer to God, 
And oft upon the altar of pure faitli 
Had offered up her child ; — as womanhood 
Came brightly on, had watched, by day and night, 
That not a wind of heaven should kiss her cheek 
Too rou^ly, and that earth might weave a path 
Of roses for her feet to pre^s, — perhaps 
That aged form is present with her now. 
But lo ! the spirit of her prayer is changed. 
Upon her cheek her drooping eyelids cast 
A longer fringe of shadow. Blushes shed 
A tint of roses, mantling to her brow. 
Yet closer to her swelling breast are clasped 
Her hands, and from her lips there scarcely comes 
A whispered syllable. — Perchance she prays 



Digitized byl^jOOQlC 



60 PRAYER. 

For him — the loved and the devoted one— 
Who placed that jewel on her snowy hand, 
And sealed it for his own. 

Pray I oh ! pray on ! 
As years roll by, may earth lose not a charm 
Which sheds its sunlight on thy soul ! Thy buds 
Of love and hope — oh ! may they bloom, and bear, 
And never blacken in the Winter's frost ! 
May sorrow never dash from thy fair cheek 
Its loveliness ! May virtue never leave 
Thy soul to sin and dark dbtraction ! He 
Who claims thy maiden love, oh ! may he guard 
Thy happiness, with never-sleeping eye, 
As the best gift of Heaven. 

Pray ! oh ! pray on ! 
But if the world for thee should lose its beauty ; — 
If dark affliction plant within thy heart ' 
Its deadly Upas ; — if the day should lose 
The magid of its sunshine, and the night. 
The lonely night, should pass with dreary tread; — 
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If he should disappoint thy naiden hopes, 
And harsh words fall from lips that breathe 
Of love ; — oh ! if wan grief should steal away 
Thy talisman of beauty, maiden, I 
Would see thee onoe again upon thy knees. 
With clasped hands, and tearful eyes upturned. 
And seeking with the holy charm of prayer 
In heaven for thy comfort 1 

Oh ! pray on ! 
For it is meet that spirits such as thine 
Should oft draw nigh, and kiss the skirts of God ! 
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Bird of the night, sad Whip-poor-will, 

Alight upon yon waving tree. 
And with thy sweetest warblings fill 

The star-lit grove for me ! — 
And I will listen to the strain. 
While eve is on her peaceful wane, 

And echo on her hill, 
And Nature drops her dewy tear, 
And holds her softest breath to hear 

Thy ditty — Whip-poor-will ! 
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Sure melancholy tunes thj songs, 

Thou poet bird of even ! — 
Some spirit in thy note prolongs 

A sadness bom of heaven — 
And, dwelling in thy panting heart. 
Inspires there the minstrel's art 
Three simple words to fill 
With breathing thoughts that come and go, 
As through the silent heavens flow 

Thy warblings, Whip-poor-will ! 

And tell me, bird of melancholy, 

Oh ! lies it heavy on thy breast — 
The poet's gift, so sad and holy — 

The doomed and yet the blest? 
Say, has the wood no joys for thee? — 
Companions none, with whom to be 

As careless, glad as they, 
That thus thou fliest far and lone, 
To sombre tree, neglected one, 

To breathe thy little lay ? 
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Oh ! some prefer the mock-bird's note, 

Or queenly nightingale to hear, 
Or lark's shrill quaverings, as they float 

Upon the morning clear ; 
But none to me are half so sweet 
As thus, upon this mossy seat, 

To list thee, bird of grief, 
And dream of hopes for ever fled, 
The distant past, the silent dead, 

And love — the withered leaf! 

And oh ! when life is ended, here 

I'd wish to lay me down to sleep, 
Where rustling leaves shall deck my bier, 

And eve her dew-drops weep ; 
And thou shalt keep thy vigils here, 
And pour upon my spirit's ear 

Thy plaintive ditty still ; 
And sweet shall be the melody, 
And sweeter far my slumbers be 

To hear thee, Whip-poor-will ! 
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Zephyr, whose pinion's sweep 
So gently steals along my aching brow, 
And sadly, sadly, through the azure deep 

Of night, makes music now ! 

While stars serenely glow. 
Through fields of sighing ether, thou hast come, 
O'er many a hill, and wood, and streamlet's flow, 

Far from my boyhood's home. 
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Amid that waving grove — 
My childhood's universe of calm delight, 
When life was but a dream of peace and love — 

Thy voice was heard to-night. 

Oft through the tearful gloom 
Of suffering years — a pilgrim to those bowers — 
Pale memory turns and weeps above the tomb 

Of dear, departed hours. 

Nor in thy dreamy flight, 
Weird Zephyr, hast thou fanned a sweeter scene, 
Where stars are shining, with a softer light, 

O^er woods of softer green. 

The music of thy wings 
Not sadder is, amid the ocean bowers. 
Than when they kissed, with spirit murmurings. 

The dew-drops from those flowers. 
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Alas ! no more they bring 
For me a joy, as into bloom they start ; 
And life has lost with them a season, — Spring 

Has perished from my heart ! 

Zephyr, I seem to hear 
The tones of well-remembered voices in thy breath ; 
Three linger still in sweetness on the ear, 

But (ym is hashed in death ! 

Though soft may other tones 
From other lips melodiously depart. 
Yet are the voices of those distant ones 

The music of my heart. 

Say, do thy pinions bear 
Their blessing, murmured at the early even ? — 
Or didst thou steal the accents of their prayer. 

Ascending up to heaven ? 
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When the hoar-frost whitens o'er the plain, 

And there's ice in the creek below, 
And the fields are stript of the rustling gnun, 

And gone is the cotton's snow. 
And the Winter's blast is whistling past, 

And chilly bright the night, 
Oh ! the dearest spot to me on earth 
Is a broad-back'd Georgia hearth ! 

An open hearth, a generous hearth. 

Where the flames go crackling gayly forth ;- 
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Oh ! the dearest spot to me on earth 
Is a G-eorgia hearth 1 

Chosen altar of the bountifiil, 
Of the genial and the bright ! 

All iron-ribbed must the bosom be 
Which expands not in thy light I 

As the flames arise of the sacrifice, 
Of the offering free on thee, 

Oh ! the brightest spot of all the earth, 

Is a broad-back'd Georgia hearth ! 
An open hearth, etc. 

Then cast the pine-knot on the fire, — 
How the blaze my spirit glads ! 

And gather round, ye shouting boys, 
I love you well, my lads ! 

And let your song be loud and long. 
And your laughter be as free, 
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As the glorious flame that blazes forth 
From our broad-back'd^teorgia liearth ! 
Our open hearth, etc. 

And we*ll gladly quaff to the Georgia hearth, 

In Georgia's nectar pure ; — 
Aye ! bring it forth in a Georgia cup, 
Let the " gourd" run dripping o'er ! 
May our glorious State become as great. 

And as bright in name and fame, 
And diffuse her light as widely forth, 
As the blaze of her broad-back'd hearth ! 
Her open hearth, her generous hearth. 
Where the flames go flashing gayly forth ; — 
And diffuse her light o'er a grateful earth, 
Like a Georgia hearth 1 
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Still rolling on thy course, majestic stream, 

With anthem tones and waves of starry light, 
Now sporting joyous in the noontide gleam, 

Now waking far the echoes of the night ! — 
Fair riyer 1 I haye come to muse by thee ; 

For clonds of sadness o'er my spirit roll. 
And I would list thy stunning minstrelsy ; 

Thy solemn yoice is soothing to my souL 

Full many an age has past since thou first swept 
Thy pride of waters to the ocean's shore ; 

Full many a race hath lived, and died, and slept. 
Within the sound of thy £u^pealing roar ; 
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And on thy rock-ribVd banks haye loyed and fought, 
Echoing thy notes with yells of sayage strife ; 

And here in ages past the Spaniard sought 
« The spirit land," "the fount of endless life." 

Poetic stream ! although no lyre hath sung 

Thy grandeur or thy charms in classic strain ; — 
Though on thy wayes no shadow gray is flung 

Of iyied column, or of moss-grown fane ; 
Here Nature hath her gorgeous temple reared. 

With massiye rocks that frown defiance round, 
With forests dense, their trunks by lightning seared, 

With thick-set hammock, and with grass-grown mound. 

And here the wood-bird sings to thee his song ; 

The white swan stoops in thee her wing to laye ; 
And Spring rich garlands hangs thy banks along. 

And sheds sweet incense o'er thy boisterous waye ; 
Thick clusters wild fruit, when the burning sun 

Hangs o'er thee from the summer's glowing sky, 
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And fish of myriad hue disport npon 

Thy snow-white billows, as they thunder by. 

It must have been a noble race, I ween, 

That dwelt, fair river, where thy waters pour. 
And gazed at morn upon thy crested sheen. 

Or heard at night the thunders of thy roar. 
Bold were their hearts, and dark as night their wrath — 

Their love and hate coeval with their life. 
Woe ! woe ! unto the foe who crossed their path. 

Or sought to conquer in the bloody strife ! 

Gone to the rayless tomb, that unknown race, 

Their shouts awake the forest depths no more ; — 
No glimmering symbol left from time to trace 

The natures of those mystic men of yore : 
But wrapped in midnight darkness is their fate, 

And chief and warrior all are silent now ; 
Perhaps they sleep around, each in his state. 

Upon thy banks, or where thy waters flow ! 
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But still thy coarse is onward ! still thy roar 

Eesounds in anthems through the wilderness ; 
Still the gray rocks thy waves are frowning o'er, 

And yell in echoes with their wild distress ; 
Still the same sky is glassed upon thy face, 

And Spring and Summer come to thee again, 
While perishes from earth man's short-liVd race, 

And all his deeds and fame have been in vain. 

Here to thy banks let pale Ambition come, 

And Avarice, with knit brow and haggard cheek, 
And the world's greatness, tottering to its tomb. 

And in thy history a lesson seek ! 
Let Wisdom, with her eagle pinion, dive 

Amid the gathering shadows of the past. 
And learn how long her laurel'd name shall live. 

How long shall pride, or power, or glory last ! 
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Pale-pooted Time, tread light 

Upon my Mother's brow; — 
The cord of life is slight 

Which holds thy burden now. 
Spare, spare love's lingering hoiirs. 

Which fade before thy breath, 
Like Summer's fragile flowers 

Beneath the frosts of death ! 

Thou ruthless tyrant, take 
What hopes my bosom fill ; 
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Earth's bnds of promise break — 
I yield them to thy will ; — 

But spare those sacred beams, 
Oh ! spare that dark eye's light, 

Which warmed me in my dreams — 
My cradled dreams at night I 

Ere yet my heart was cold, 

Or sadness clothed my brow, 
In life's bright days of old. 

Far sunnier than now ; — 
When thoughts of pure delight 

Came, summoned by her tone. 
From rosy mom to night — 

Oh ! whither are they flown ? 

I'd offer, had I them, 

With callous heart and cold, 
Golconda's brightest gem, 
' And Peru's richest gold ; — 
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But spare, destroyer dread, 
In mercy to my prayer, 

My Mother's widowed head, 
Oh ! whiten not a hair ! 
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Lone fount of the woodland, with mnsioal tide, 
Still mnnntir thy waters as onward they glide. 
Though vanished are loyed ones that sat by thy brim. 
And the bright eyes that watohed thee are rayless and 

dim. 
Oh ! sad to my heart is thy low, plaintive tone ! — 
It brings back the voices long silent and gone. 
The memory of joys, like thy ripples at play, 
As bright and as sparkling, yet fleeting as they. 

The joys that were mine when the fountains of feeling 
Were pure as thy waters from crystal springs stealing, 
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And filled with their music -7 as sweet as thine own — 

The depths of the spirit, in days that are gone. 

Alas ! 'twere as idle to seek in the ocean 

The hne of those waters, their music or motion, 

As to search for the pleasures in life's turbid stream, 

Which flashed from its fount but to pass like a dream. 

And the friends whom I loved, — like the flowers that 

bloom, 
And scatter o'er thee a sweet breath of perfume, 
When seared by the touch of the Autumn winds, throw 
But a shade on the stream that runs sighing below — 
Are faded and gone ; but their memories still 
Float silently here, like dead leaves on the rill ;*— 
No tempest can cast on oblivion's shore 
The flowers of love, though they blossom no more. 

Though a desert of feeling lay blighted around me. 
All faded the hopes and the loves that have bound 
me; — 
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Though the smiles of my joj, and the tears of my woe, 
Ungreeted might fleet, and unpitied might flow ; — 
Oh ! still would thy voice, like a friend of the past, 
Have a music to soften and soothe to the last. 
And keep — though the balance in darkness might 

roll- 
Owe bright fount of feeling still fresh in my soul ! 
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While thou art absent from me, and the beam 
Of thy soft eye, and cadence of thy tone. 

Are but the light and music of a dream, 
Which with the night and slumber is not gone — 

What binds my soul with mystic power to thee. 
That from my heart thy features never die. 

While forms as bright and fair have ceased to be 
A light and beauty to my spirit's eye ? 
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To me thy gentle presence ever lives, 
Although thy voice is heard not at my side ; — 

Doll were life's stream without this charm that gives 
The lustre and the music to its tide. 

I wander forth, and earth for me is bright 
With joy, up-sparkling from a bounteous cup, 

And beauty, in the day's resplendent light, 

And peace, wken stars in heaven are kindled up. 

And life with never-fiEiding charms is filled. 
With countless eyries tempting hope on high, 

With sunny spots, where fency fond may build 
Her golden palaces to kiss the sky. 

Yet as I gaze — on all, through all I see 
Thy name, thy image the pervading light. 

Say, would this universe, so bright with thee. 
Without thy presence lie in hopeless night ? 
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Would day but freshness to my sorrow bring, 

And night have lost the silent poetry 
Of twice ten thousand stars, aye glittering, 

If all this beauty whispered not of thee 1 

Mysterious feeling of the human heart, 
That from one tyrant centre sheds abroad 

Strange power, and light or darkness doth impart 
To all the varied universe of God ! ' 

Oh ! if my spirit has been raised from earth 
To breathe a purer air than that below, 

And seek the standards of a higher worth — 
This, dearest, all of this to thee I owe. 

If to the future Hope has stretched her arms. 
And clasped within them joys I cannot speak. 

It is because thou giv'st the future charms — 
The only charms my spirit cares to seek. 
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Yes ! with sweet dreams my heart had never thrilled, 
For purity and worth had never striven, 

If with thine image all things were not filled — 
The present, future, earth, nay ! even heaven ! 
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Ye citizens of Georgia ! 

Ye have a noble State, * 
And blest with every element 

To make a people great ; 
She stretches from the mountains, 

Through every varied clime, 
To where the hoar old ocean 

Makes melancholy chime. 

From an out-gushing bosom 
Your wants she well supplies. 

Her generous soil beneath your feet, 
Above — her generous skies. 
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There is no trace of beanty 
You find not on her brow, 

With her hills, and floods, and forests, 
And her fields of mimic snow. 

Look forth upon her surface ! 

Could you ask a brighter home ? 
Yet her life is in its morning still, 

Her noon is still to come. 
Within her breast are treasures 

More precious far than gold ; 
She needs but zealous spirits 

Her riches to unfold. 

Then why should you desert her 7 
Oh I where, in South or West, 

Can ye meet a sweeter realm of earth 
More generously blest 1 

Not in the wild adventure, 
Not in the restless mind, 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



YE CITIZENS OF GEORQIA. 93 

Does the exile and the rover 
A true contentment find. 

All broad may be the forests, 

All bright may be the streams ,* — 
The sxm amid the western skies 

May shine with golden beams ; — 
And yet in vain ye'll wander ; 

Te cannot all forget 
That you were bom of Georgia, 

And she your mother yet ! 

Then citizens of Georgia ! 

To the loom, the plough and hoe ! 
Let the din of toil be loud and long ! — 

'Tis all that's wanting now. 
The hand of earnest labor 

Can make your noble State, 
What Nature has designed her, 

Rich, beautiful, and great ! 
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^ TO MY SISTER AFTER HER CARRIAGE. 



.4 
God bless th^ Sister 1 — though t^y place) 

Close by ifly eMe, is'yacant now, 
I often see thy gentle face, 

Thy Itving smile, thy placid brow; 
In thought thy voice is on mine ear 

With all iti^ tenderness of tone ; 
God bless the% Sister, ever dear, 

Yet dearest now, since thou art gone ! 

Lik^yines that spring from the same spot, 
And with each other intertwine. 
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' For years yre shared a common lot, 

My j^ J0, |py griefs, my hopes were thine ; 
And a^n my sadder heart irould'st cheer 

«With the sweet snnsfcine of thine o^ ;-»- 
Qod bless thee I thou wert ever dear, 
Bui deary t now, since thon wrt gone. 

New ties are span around thy heart. 
New scenes have opened to thy view ; — 

Tet ihon w3l never tear apart ^ , 

The love that with ouf ohilfliioi grew ; — 

Though life a robe of bliss should wear, 
* ^ And speak as widi an aagePs tone, # 

The past will seem as bright, a^ doar, 
Nay, dearer still, sii^ee it is gone J 

The impress 8f our younger years , 

« 

■' Fades latest from the human heart ; — 
^ .' • Its joys, its griefs, its smiles, its tears 
* In distant hours remembered start ! 
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v' ' ' • 

The worts which we were woMt to hear, * 

The cadence of a fieiAer's toni^, ^ 

TO each of us will still be dear, 

•STajj doubly dear, amoe he is gone. ^ 

Gk>d bless theg^ Sister ! not a tie 

That link'd our hearts is broken yet ; 
If life for thee should wear a sky 

Of gloom — behold ! my sun is set! — ^ 
Of brightness — loj my sky is llear ! 

For still in ipirit we are^)ne ! * 

* God bless thee ! thou wert ever dear. 

Yet dearest now, since thou art gone. . ^ 

1847. 
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TO }IY SISTJBR AFTES HER BEATH. 



And tbpi axi gone 1 Yes, thou art gone I 

Without a word of sai farewell — 
Without a parting look w^toiM — 

And giiie how far, o^ ! who cao-tell? — 
Or say how lon% how dark and drear 
• Th^ pathway to the spirit land, 
Companionless — with {tone to cheer — 
Or journey with thee, hand in hand I 

That thou hast left thy wonted place, 
That I no more shall see thy form, '^ 

Or gaze upon thy gentle fac^ 
Or hesy: thine accents soft and warm, — 
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Oh I this were tf itself a woe — 
A grief to fill a Ibwing cap, 

For God alone can folly know 
How hard it is & give thee vif ! 

But oh I Aa grief is sadder yet, 

In dqgper shadov veils the eye, 
Like clOuds, which, wh«ii' tike sun is set. 

Blot starlight from the azure sky, 
To think that thg^-^i^ gentle, mild. 

The sofb, tj^e tender, timid one— 
•IJpbn that journey long, and wild, 

And terrible, shoal^t go alonej 

Thou, made to love and to be loved, 
Tblean upon a stronger arm — 

Where'er thy gentle footsteps roved, 
A dfield to guard from every harm — 

'14 woe, at times, to think that thou, 

' Qh ! doubly dear, dependent one 1 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



T O BfpT SISTER AFTER* HER DEATH. 101 

•A path, whose horrors none may know, 

I 

Or tell on earth, should'st tread alone I 

' • • ' 

Tet not alone I down sinful thought 

* Aat still v^ibld reach beyond the grave ! 
Oh I not alone ! since she was taught 

To lean on Hiig who diei to save. 
Oh ! ^t atone ! JSk staff and rod 

She firmly held as f%iled her breath ; — 
She walked with God, jujoi calmly trod 

The Y»le of shadows and of do»th ! 

Tes^ He to bleat thee f Thou art g^ne 

Above, a brighter home to find ! * 
But thou hast left, departed one, 

A darker earth for us behind. ^ 

The sun is bright — the sky is blue — 

The world speaks with its wonted totm — 
Yet all is night to us who knew, 

And mourn thine angel spirit gone! ^ 

1848. 
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SONG OF THE BAREFOOT BOY. 



You may sneer if you please, ye juvenile cits, 

At the song of a barefoot boy— 
With your high-heePd boots, and your silken mits, 
And your skin so smooth that it well befits 

A waxen toy; — 
Nor reck I much if it diiver your wits 

To hear me say. 
That a barefoot boy as I was at birth, 
For a twelve year past I have travelled the earth, 

At work or play. 
And I wouldn't be squeezed in a calf-skin shoe 

To be like you ! 



• 



Digitized b^LjOOQlC 



104 SONG OF THE BAREFOOT BOY. 

And my tracks are deep in the dew-wet clay, 

Where the red, old fields are bare. 
As I hie at the dawn of the summer day, 
With my dogs and gun to the woods away 

To chase the hare ; — 
Neither I nor you, I venture to say, 

On the world of mind, 
Will the impress leave of an original head ; — 
Yet on earth I leave, wheresoever I tread. 

The trace behind 
Of an original hed to nature true — 

Which is more than you ! 

And r the winter too, you shivering blade. 
When the frosty morn has come, 

In the snow you'll find my foot-prints made 

On the wind-beat hill and the marshy glade 
Around my home ; — 

And I'll bare my legs, and the creek I'll wade. 
Like a duck right in. 
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While you, on your com-smit, pump-pinohed toe, 
Through the dance may torture it to and fro 

With a ghastly grin ; — 
I wouldn't exchange, you may think it or not, 

For yours my lot. 

Then sneer if you please ! — a fig care I ! 

I'm as proud as ye all together ! 
When you run as fast, or climb as high. 
Or as soundly sleep beaeath the sky 

In stormy weather. 
Yell have aptly learned the reason why. 

From a crystal fount 
My spirits flow with, a natural play. 
While ye, at your pump, may work away. 

And never count. 
In the servile gush, as pure a joy, 

As the barefoot boy I 
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BONA VENTURE BY STARLIGHT. 



Alono a corridor I tread, 

High over-arched by ancient trees, 
Where, like a tapestr;f overhead. 

The gray moss floats upon the breeze ;- 
A weary breeze, that kissed to-day 

Tallulah's falls of flashing foam, 
And sported in Toccoa's spray. 

Brings music from its mountain home. 

The clouds are floating o'er the sky. 
And cast at times a fitful gloom — 

As o'er our hearts dark memories fly — 
Cast deeper shade on Tatnall's tomb ; - 
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While glimmering onward to the sea, 
With scarce a rippling wave at play, 

A line of silver through the lea — 
The river stretches far away ! 

And 'tis the hour when stars above 

Beflect the spirit's inner light, 
And the lost Pleiads of my love. 

Are kindling in my heart to-night. 
I hear a footfall on the sand, 

I feel an arm within my own ; — 
Full often, in a distant land, 

I've listened to that trembling tone. 

Night darkens into deeper shade, 

As on, with solemn pace, we stroll ; — 

I hear the teachings of the dead. 
Like sacred music in my soul ; — 
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So live and act while thou art here, 
That when thy coarse of life is done, 

Above the stars thou may'st not fear 
To meet thy father's face, my son I 
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THE BATTLE-FIELD OF THE SOUL. 



Let those who may in history seek 
The warrior on the battle-plain, 

And while his fingers smoke and reek 
With blood of foemen slain, 

Accord to him, in song or story. 

The hero's brilliant meed of glory^ 

In far another element • 

I look to find courageous souls, 
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Exceeding such in growth ad bent, 

Ab, 'neath ihe frigid poles, 
The ayalanche the yallej diifls — 
Or suns the lesser stars edipse. 



He knows not what is hnman life ; — 
Nine-tenths are quite eclipsed to him, 

And to his eyes its sea of strife 
Is distant, yagne and dim, 

Who knows not its chief battle-field 

Within the spirit lies concealed. 



There is its war ; there gory plains 
Beneath the ebbing light expand ; — 

There, as from smoky skies the rains, 
Falls blood upon the sand ; — 

There banners deeply red unfurled 

Stream o'er a tempest-troubled world. 



Digitized by VjOO^IC 



THE BATTLE-PIELD OF THE SOUL. 113 

There huiuatt passions rise and roll 

Around it, in a ceaseless war, 
Like waves that dash from pole to pole. 

And shake their manes afar. 
And hideous to the eye appear, 
And awful to the listening ear. 

There come the dark battalions forth 

Of demon spirits sent from hell 
To blast a bright and God-made earth. 

Where angels yet might dwell — 
For battle in stem strength arrayed « 
With poisoned dart and gleaming blade. 

There dark rebellion to the will 

Of great Jehovah soars away. 
And from night^s valley, cave and hiU, 

To mingle in the fray. 
Her hell-inspired legions brings. 
With talons red and dusky wings. 
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There 4uBgeons lie in daxkni^s deep, 
Where they^ triumphant, shut up peace, 

And grimly stand around to keep 
The guards which never cease, 

Nor <;ease the dim night hours to tell. 

Until life passes into hell. 

There suflfering from the world without 
Falls back upon the inner world, 

And joins the wild, terrific shout 
To heaven's portals hurled 

Atjiim who calmly holds the rod — • 

Defiance bi:eathing up to God I 

There disappointment's haggard face 
Is seen with livid light to glow, 

And notes well fitted for the plaqe, 
As fiery billows flow 

From dark simoom to shuddering ships, 

Roll from her thin and quivering lips. 
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There stands the fiend Temptation ; — now 

Angelic light her eyes put on ; — 
Angelic softness on her hrow, 

Angelic sweetness in her tone ! 
Where beckons she, the wanton, where ? — 
He dies who breathes that poisoned air ! 

There human virtue often bends. 
Like reed before the torrent^s gush, 

As cohorts thus of darkling fiends 
Upon her fiercely rush, 

And lost her lance, and broke her shield. 

Is driven hopeless &om the field. 

There heaven-inspired Truth is seen 

By Error's legions hotly press'd, 
With suffering in his pallid mien, 

And in his heaving chest, 
Still struggling with unshaken trust, 
Yet trampled often in the dust. 
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And there Endurance, standing long, 
As, in tlie thnnder-marshalled storm. 

An oak of giant growth and strong 
Has reared his iron form, 

With fearful shudder yields at last, 

And snaps beneath the final blast. 

To fields like these of constant war. 
Where passions struggle, hand to hand, 

Oh ! what are battles fought afar. 
In old or modern land — 

Though nations mingled in hot breath, 

And kingdoms struggled to the death f 

Courageous soul I behold the field 
Where more than Roman virtue shines ; - 

Where he who stands and never yields, 
Although encompassed by the lines 

Of eager foes, has won a name 

By which the Grecian's pales its flame. 
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The battle-field of spirits !— look ! 

There fought the arms of tell and heaven ; — 
And while Creation's bulwarks shook, 

The fiends were backward driven — 
And, wrapped in sheets of lurid flame. 
Hurled to the pit from which they came. 

Nor ceases yet the battle-tide. 
Nor ceases ever ! Heaven and hell, 

With stem battalions, true and tried, 
Are fighting long and well — 

Contending still, from pole to pole. 

The world-dominion of a soul. 

Thought's angels, therefore, summon forth 

And marshal out celestial hopes ; 
Array them on the higher earth, 

And on the bolder slopes. 
Where heaven's own sunshine may inspire, 
And truth impart her sacred fire ! 
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Eemembering, as the havoc rolls, 
And thunders ride upon the blast, 

Thou seest the battle-field of souls 
Or sav^d, or lost at last ; — 

And that on death-girt earth 'tis giten 

At times to taste of hell or heaven ! 
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Te glorious Alleghanies ! from this height 

I see your peaks on every side arise ; 
Their summits roll beneath the giddy sight, 

Like ocean billows heaved among the skies. 

In wild magnificence upon them lies 
The primal forest — kindling in the glow 

Of this mild Autumn sun with golden dyes, 
While, in his slanting ray, their shadows grow 
Broad o'er the paradise of vale and wood below. 
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How beautiful I though, fresh from Nature's Qod, 

They show no footstep of an elder race ; 
No human hand has ever turned their sod, 

Or heaved their massive granite from its place ; 

The green banks of their floods bear not a trace 
Of pomp and power, which have come and gone. 

And left their crumbling ruins to deface 
The virgin earth. Here Nature rules alone ; — 
The beauty of the hill and valley is her own. 

Nor might the future generations know 
Aught of the simple people who have- made 

Their habitations by the streams that flow 
So fresh and stainless from the forest shade, 
Whp built their council fires on hill and glade. 

And in yon pleasant valleys, by the fall 

Of crystal founts, perchance, their dead have laid. 

But for the names of mountain, river, cataract — ^all 
Significant of thought and sweetly musical. 
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DESCRIPTIVE OF MIDDLE GEORGIA IN ITS 
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My native State ! when on thy breast 

The early settler pitched his tent, 
He found it in a garment drest, 

Broad as thy boundless firmament. 
Arcadian groyes of giant trees 

Upon thy hills and valleys lay ; — 
Now swayed before the morning breeze, 

Now glowed beneath the parting day. 
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Down corridors and aroii6d isles, 

Through whioh the winds their anthems blew, 
His ravished eyes conld gaze for miles, 

With nothing to obstruct his view ; — 
While vines of wild strawberry spread 

O'er earth a carpet deftly made, 
Which yielded to the nimble toead 

Of deer disporting in the «hade. 

And myriad flowers their perfdme shed, 

Of myriad shape, and leaf, and hue y — 
Now catching &om the morn her red, 

Now, from the noon, celestial blue j 
Bespangling now the smiling earth. 

Like gems they would adorn her breast ; — 
Now into mantles bursting forth 

Of dazzling bloom, her trees invest. 

Thy rivulets, like crystal clear, 
Gushed coolly from the shady wood. 
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Oconee did not then appear 

To roll in waves of reddish blood ; 
And as the settler through those aisles 

Of bloom, and song, and beanty trod. 
He felt that Nature with her smiles 

Had reared a temple fit for Qod ! 

He changed th^ ^isete ! wiiii Bttttdy hand 

Sirange ^oes oalled he from tke ^od ; 
He saw productive fields ezpalxd 

Amid the lovely solitude. 
With aututnn flames no more he deai*^d 

The leaves and shrubbery from the earth ; 
He left; no spot for deer to herd — 

He drove them with their hunters forth. 

Toil wed the soil ! and yet, I ween, 

Not even he, in hardy pride. 
Can claim that he improved the scene, 

Or added beauty to his bride ; 
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The seas of com and cotton's snow, 
With which he decks her rolling breast, 

Not half so sweet a charm bestow 
As she, in maidenhood, possessed. 

Yet mourn not that of virgin bloom 

Her features scarce a yestige wear, 
For she but shares the common doom 

Of all on earth that toil and bear ; 
And in her face, as in a glass. 

The goodness of Jehovah scan ; — 
Nor grieve that beauty thus should pass 

From outward nature into man ! 
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When they are gone — those aged faces, 

And forms that bowed beneath their cares — 
And we behold the empty places 

Where they had sat for many years, 
And think how they would strive to please. 

And make our joys and griefs their own, 
Though hoary hairs and dark disease 

ISeemed warning th^p they miist be gone ;--r 
An^ as they gazed upon us, burning 

With ardent hope and warm desire. 
Would seem to feel the day« returning 
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When they, too, glowed with youthful fire ;- 
Their voices on our memory falling. 

Which we at times impatient heard, 
When pleasure to the world was calling, 

And passion in our bosoms stirred ;— 
Those yoices trembling as they told 

Of disappointment and of woe ; — 
We thought them chidings of the old ; 

But oh ! we must believe them now. 
As, in the solitude of feeling. 

We see their darkling shadows near, 
While consciousness is o'er us stealing 

That they alone have loved us here ; — 
And thinking of them as departed 

For ever from this world of woe. 
We feel as almost broken-hearted 

That we should grieve them here below. 
We cannot picture them above. 

As spirits young, and bright, and fair ; — 
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Oh ! we would meet the forms we love — 
The wrinkled cheek, tho hoary hair ; — 

And sweeter than the choirs of heaven 
To us would seem the broken tone 

That trembled on our ears, at even, 
In psajer to God, ere they had gone I 
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WHY ART THOU DEJECTED? 



Like a sea in shadows lying, 
With a sad and weary roll — 

Sighing, sighing, ever sighing — 
Flow the currents of thy soul. 



Hopes, that cheered thee once, no longer 
Brightness to thy life impart ; — 

Day to day but renders stronger 
The deep sadness of thy heart 
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Are those hopes, then, faded flowers — 
Blighted thus before the noon ? 

Are the dreams of happier hours 
Burned to ashes quite so soon ? 

Are the skies less bright above thee 1 
Is the earth around less green ? 

Are the hearts less warm that love thee? — 
Friends less Mnd than they have been? 

Dash, oh 1 dash away this sadness, 
Darkening with such stern control; — 

It is weakness ; nay, 'tis madness 
Thus to clasp it to thy souL 

If the mom of life with sorrow, 
Gloom and tempest be overcast. 

Whence shall age its sunlight borrow ?— 
From the future or the past ? 
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Lifers Sahara to the rover 

Bay by Say tecomes more drear ; — 
Son and simoom burning oyer 

Leave not an oasis near. 

Then how hapless should'st thou, thirsting, 
Seek some fount once bubbling high — 

Feel thy bosom parched and bursting, 
Find its cooling waters dry* 

Dig then in thy spirit ever. 

Like the Arab in the waste, 
Wells that shall deceive thee never, 

Ever freshening to the taste ! 

From life's dusty struggle think not 
They are wisest who turn back ; — 

Shrink, oh ! from that contest shrink not — 
Onward, onward lies thy track ! 
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Not the sleeper, or the sigher 
Fills his destiny on earth ; — 

Let thy aim be nobler, higher — 
If for suffering, yet for worth ! 
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Embosomed in the primal forest shades, 
And singing gayly through the day and night ; — 

Dashing thy waters into myriad braids 

Of diamond spray, that sparkles down the height, 
And changes hue beneath the shifting light ; — 

Laughing away the hours in childlike mirth, 
And gently dallying wit& the ear and sight — 

Scarce calls thy murmuring voice an echo forth, 

ToccoA ! merriest water-fall of all the earth ! 
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ToccoA ! or The Beautiful ! this name 
To thee was given by tawny Indian girls, 

When, with the Summer^s sultry noon, they came 
To bathe their bosoms where thy water curls 
Around the mossy rocks in countless pearls ; 

Or when, in Autumn, seeking o*er the hill, 
From which thy eddying ctrrent lightly whirls, 

Brown nuts, their baskets of light reed to fill. 

They loved to pause and gaze upon thy beauties still. 

Thou hadst been holy in the <3lassic land 
Of ancient Hellas ; smiling spirits, deemed 

Of birth celestial, by thy rocky strand 
To whisper with a various voice had seemed 
To him who in the cadence of thy music dreamed ; 

The steps of poets Jiad been printed on 
Thy sparkling sand, and eager eyes had beamed 

Above thy waters, while the lay was spun, 

Which made thee famous for all time, like Helicon I 
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Here shall the fevered soul of him who roamff 

Among these mountains — who has lefb behind 
Cares, troubles, sufferings, ceaseless toil, and comes 

To seek refreshment for the wearied mind— ^ 

In thj soft music, gentle solace find. 
Youth seems to liye in thee ; thy happy mood. 

The fetters of the spirit shall unbind ; 
Joy, dead for years, again shall be renewed. 
And Hope rebuild her bark from wrecks at random 
strewed I 
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«YE FAEMEES OF MY NATIVE STATE." 



Ye fanners of my native State ! a noble race are ye ! 
The world contains no sounder heads, no hearts more 

bold and free. 
You love the glorious Union with affection firm and true, 
And yet of earth is Georgia far the dearest spot to you. 

YeVe ITved beneath her Southern sun, until his blazing 

eye 
Has left upon your inmost souls the impress of her sky ! 
For Georgians friends they softly glow, as when the days 

expire ; 
For Georgia's foes (and there are such) they kindle into 

fire! 
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Your hearts are generous as her soil from which you 

dig your bread, 
And never goes the stranger from your open doors 

unfed : 
• The currents of your life are fresh as die flowing of her 

rills; — 
The granite of your will as firm as her eternal hills. 

Ye farmers of my native State ! ye loyal men and true ! 
As ye are fond of Georgia so is Georgia proud of you. 
She sees no manlier spirits far as day his circle runs ; 
She leans upbn your stalwart arms as a mother on her 
spns — 

And knows that when the tempest comes ye'll stand 

before the blast, 
As sternly as her forest oaks, unflinching to the last ! 
Then while ye love the Union with affection firm and 

true, 
Let Georgia still of all the earth be dearest far to you ! 
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They trace the stranger's footsteps where 
Alone at night he trod, ^ 

Through Bonaventure's gloomy air, 
Along the desert sod ; — 

Through sea-beat sand, and ocean sedge, 

They trace him to the water's edge. 

And has he left us nought I^i^de 
These foot-prints on the shore, 

To tell what dark, impetuous ^ide , 
His brain swept rudely o'er. 

Ere thus beneath yon wave he died — 

A madman and a suicide 1 
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Dark Bontrenture, in thy gloom 
The live-long day he strayed, 

And heard by Tatnall's lonely tomb 
The desert breeze which played, 

In mournful numbers, soft and low. 

Through gray moss waving to and firo. 

The gray moss, waving to and fro, 

O'ercanopied his head. 
As, in his troubled dream of woe. 

He moved with hasty tread. 
And visions gathered thick and fast 
Of times lon^gone, and things long past. 

Alas ! poor dreamer, who may tell 

What passions, in that hour, 
Heaved o'er thee with tumultuous swell, 

And lashed, with ruthless power. 
Thy spirit in its narrow cell. 
Until they made existence — hell ! 
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What sorrows, far too deep for tears, 

And seen by God aloi^^ 
Had gathered with the rolling years, 

Unpitied and unknown, 
Into a crashing load of oare 
Thy bosom was not made to bear. 

What forms, in wild imaginings. 

Thy spirit's eye had seen. 
When unto thee men, life and things 

Were not as they had been. 
And solemn tones, and figures dread 
Did summon thee to join th^dead. 

Thy dream is o'er ! All quietly 

Beneath a smiling sky. 
The wave bears onward to the sea 

Thy last expiring sigh, 
Nor leaves a vestige of thy fate. 
So terrible and desolate. 

7» 
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So may Ae all tu^onaoious forms 
That name thee ia their prajer, 

Believe that from a life of stormn 
Thou seekest oalmer alr^ 

Led by a hand te ti0 iiiifie^ 

By waters still, and pasttirefr green T 
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Be free ! be free ! a shout breaks forth 
From east to west, from south to north ;— 
The note resounds from ocean's waves, 

And nature joins the jubilee, 
From woods and hills, and rook-ribbed caves, 
And from your sires' sacred graves — 

Americans, be free ! be free I 

But 'tis not freedom thus to kneel 
To filthy lucre, and to steel 
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The soul divine, with base desire, 

To worst of all idolatries ! 
And, burning with consuming fire. 
Thus scour, to build your dross heaps higher, 

The laboring earth and groaning seas. 

Oh ! 'tis not freedom thus to send 

To heaven the glittering shaft, and blend 

Its lustre with the morning ray ; — 

The gorgeous palace thus to rear \ — 
And toil for show through night and day, 
For show to fritter life away 

In pale anxiety and care. 

'Twas not for this your fathers' blood 
Wet the green earth, or stained the flood — 
Such blood as never Heaven poured 
Into the veins of man before ; — 
Twas not for this they drew the sword, 
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And offered up their plighted word, 
To serve a tyrant never more ! 

Americans ! let not a shame 

Be cast on freedom's hallowed name ! 

Awake ! let loose th' immortal mind, 

And dash aside each earth-bom chain ! 
Lest, all too late for hope, ye find 
YoTW banner tattered on the wind. 

And slavery clutch the land again ! 

Be free ! be free ! let loose the mind, 
Like eagle bold to cleave the wind, 
And bend a pinion for the skies ! 

From pole to pole her flight shall be, 
And nations, with uplifted eyes, 
Shall rend heaven's concave with their cries — 

Th' immortal mind is free ! is free ! 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



Digitized by LjOOQiC 



THE SETTLER. 



Amid the forest solituje 

Tou'U find the Settler's hut, 
Thrown up, in architecture rude, 

From logs at random out. 
On oaken hinges creaks the door, 

Of hickory is the latch ; 
The roof with clapboards shingled o'er, 

In place of tiles or thatch. 

No cunning hands upon its walls 

Parisian plaster lay; 
Between the logs, to keep out squalls. 

The "cracks" are daubed with clay, 
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Save where the breese ia welcomed in 
Through ^^ chinks " left here and there ;- 

The Settler thinks it quite a << sin " 
To shut out all the air. 



He sleeps upon a layer of shucks, 

A block supports his head, — 
He wonders how the city " bucks " 

Can '' stand " a feather-bed ; 
And could he keep old sleep aloof 

At night t' astronomize, 
He could count the stars which through the roof 

Blink at him as he lies. 



On '^ bacon and grits " he breaks his &st, 
Of "bacon and greens" his dinner, 

On "bacon and ash-cake" sups at last — 
Bacon all the time^-the sinner I 
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Well may he usher in the morn, 

And greet the evening's dew, 
With voiee as loud as a hunter's horn, 

And. shout of " pig, pig— ck) ! " 

The world he cares but little for — 

He sees but little of it ; 
And politics he votes a bore ; 

Improvement \ does not love it I 
" The breed of heroes did run out — 

And sure 'twas time to quit, 
When Washington, the Gin'ral, font, 

And Andrew Jackson fit ! " 

For railroads and the telegraph. 

He ^ rayther calculates " 
The rich men, in their own behalf. 

Have run them through " the States." 
He has no news to send by fire. 

And " no how " likes to " spark it ;" 
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And a poor man, like his Georgia sire, 
Should ''haul his crap to«market." 

Such is the Settler ! scorn him not ! 

His features truly scan ! 
Though rough his mien, and rude his lot, 

He is an honest man. 
His pleasures few may seem to be. 

His life a blank appear ; 
Yet God has blessed him, — ^for, you see, 

Temptation is not near. 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



THE INDIAN CHIIH? TAKING LEAVE OF 
HIS DEPARTING TRIBE. 



When from the fair and fertile lands 

Tkat on the Ohattahoochee lie, 
The Greeks prepared, with weakened bands, 

To moTe towards the western sky, 
A white-haired chieftain, loved and feared 

As children love and feiir their sire, 
Spoke in their council ; — every word 

Fell on their sonls like liquid fire. 

Oto, seek, he said, the western woods, 
New hnnting-g^ounds and borial-plaoe ; 
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Revive among those solitudes 

The ancient spirit of our race ! 
Your sons to sterner manhood train 

Than that which graced their vanquished sires, 
That they surrender not again 

Their cherished homes and council-fires. 

But recollect ! the late of birth 

Alone may quit their natal skies ; — 
The aged tree, torn from the earth, 

Takes root no more, but droops and dies. 
The forests not a trunk more sere, 

Or scorched, or scathed than I, contain ; 
All, all I love lies buried here ; 

My heart can ne'er take root again. 

Ye love the living — I, the dead ! 

And I prefer their shameless sleep. 
I think of them, and hang my head, 

And scarcely am too proud to weep. 
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For I have lived before the sun 

Of glory covered up his face, 
And all I prized of life was gone, 

When life itself became disgrace. 

But go ! the western skies are clear, 

And fish are plenteous in the floods. 
And herds of buffalo and deer 

Abound among those western woods. 
Perchance ye'U find a home as fair 

As that which tempts the white man's eye ; 
Yet when ye love it best, beware I 

The spoiler will again be nigh ! 
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ODE IN MEMOKT OF ANDKEW JACKSON. 



Sung at the Independent Presbyterian Chnrqh, Savannah, 8th Jnly, 1845. 



Eaise the notes of lamentation ! 

Freemen, swell the funeral cry ! 
Lo I the star that led the nation 

Has been stricken from the sky. 

Not for him who sleeps iti glcary, 
Besting from a Hfe of toil, 

With his name on Freedom's story. 
With his dust in Freedom's soil ;- 
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But above a bleeding nation, 
Bleeding when her patriots die, 

Raise the notes of lamentation ! 
Freemen ! swell the funeral cry ! 

When his country, to defend her, 
Galled him to the battle-field. 

Who could match her hero's splendor ? — 
Who his conquering sword could wield ? 

Statesman — on her brightest pages 
He has left his deathless trace ! 

Who, in all the coming ages, 
Who can fill his vacant place ? 

Like a bird on fearless pinion, 
With a stem and dauntless eye. 

Ruler of a proud dominion, 
Did his spirit cleave the sky ! 
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Through the tempest round him driven, 

With a pen of lightning-flame, 
On the scroll of glory^s heaven, 

He inscribed his country's name. 

Eaise no marble shaft above him ; 

Lay him in no regal tomb ; 
In the hearts of those who love him 

Let the hero's memory bloom ! 

From the mountains to the ocean. 

Patriots in all coming time. 
With a gush of proud emotion, 

Shall recount his life sublime ; — 

How around its noon a splendor 
Hung that dazzled friends and foes, 

While a ray serene and tender 
Melted o'er its peaceful close ; — 
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Writing on tho^ nation's story, 
First among her gallant sons, 

Side by side, in kindred glory, 
Jackson's name with Washington's ! 
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With his gnarled old arms, and his iron form, 

Majestic in the wood, 
From age to age, in the sun and storm, 

The live-oak long hath stood ; 
With his stately air, that grave old tree, 

He stands like a hooded monk, 
With the gray moss waving solemnly 

From his shaggy limbs and trunk. 

And the generations come and go. 
And still he stands upright, 
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And he sternly looks on the wood below, 

As conscious of his might. 
But a mourner sad is the hoary tree, 

A mourner sad and lone, 
And is clothed in funeral drapery 

For the long since dead and gone. 

For the Indian hunter beneath his shade 

Has rested from the chase ; 
And he here has woo'd his dusky maid — 

The dark-eyed of her race ; 
And the tree is red with the gushing gore 

As the wild deer panting dies : 
But the maid is gone, and the chase is o'er. 

And the old oak hoarsely sighs. 

In former days, when the battle's din 

Was loud amid the land, 
In his friendly shadow, few and thin, 

Have gathered Freedom's band ; 
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And the stern old oak, how proud was. he 

To shelter hearts so brave ! 
But they all are gone — the bold and free — 

And he moans above their grave. 



And the aged oak, with his locks of gray. 

Is ripe for the sacrifice ; 
For the worm and decay, no lingering prey, 

Shall he tower towards the skies ! 
He falls, he falls, to become our guard. 

The bulwark of the free. 
And his bosom of steel is proudly bared 

To brave the raging sea ! 



When the battle comes, and the cannon's roar 
Booms o'er the shuddering deep. 

Then nobly hell bear the bold hearts o'er 
The waves, with bounding leap. 
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Oh ! may those hearts be as firm and true, 
When the war-clouds gather dun, 

As the glorious oak that proudly grew 
Beneath our southern sun J 
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Ye waving woods I ye waving woods ! 

That gird my boyhood's distant home, 
Still through your peaceful solitudes 

The winds make music as they roam ; 
Still through their boughs, by Winter seared, 

The stars look down with tranquil light, 
On haunts to memory's heart endeared 

By all that makes her kingdom bright. 

Still run the broad old avenues, 
Made beauteous by the hand of art, 
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And glistening in the winter's dews, 
Like veins towards a common heart ; 

Still sighs the breeze, still sings the stream, 
And over all the same broad dome ; 

For, lying in a pleasant dream, 
To me then art unchanged, my home ! 

Again I feel thy blessed air, 

Like haim upon my aching brow ; 
Again thy deep repose I share ; 

Again along thy paths I go ; — 
And as I walk, on either arm 

I feel another press mine own, 
Nor wonder that it should be warm, 

Nor marrel at the tender tone. 

The stars grow sweeter overhead. 
As through the shady aisles we stroll. 

And senseless nature, in our tread. 
Seems kindling with a living soul. 
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Joy's sun is bright, save when a dread, 
Like shadowy mist, floats o'er his beam. 

That I am walking with the dead — 
Avaont ! it is an idle dream 1 

I know thee, sister I by the well 

Of deep affection in thine eye ! 
I know thee, father ! by the spell. 

The heart-spell which can never die ! 
Yes ! 'twas a dream that years ago, 

"Within its narrow house of clay. 
We laid thy fltifFened body low. 

And turned, with breaking hearts, away ! 

It was a dream that she who wept 

Upon mine arm in tender trust, 
A mourner sweet as ever stept 

Behind a hearse of coffin'd dust. 
But lately, in a distant land. 

Had sadly sickened, calmly died, 

8* 
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Was borne to thee by a trembling hand, 
And slumbers sweetly by thy side ! 

It was a dream ! Avaunt, dark shade ! 

No more thy tearful gloom impart ! 
As into night the visions fade, 

My boyhood's home, how bright thou art 
Again it comes ! — it haunts me now i 

I cannot drive that dream away. 
I start f — ^and where, my home, art thou ? 

The spectral dead ! — ah ! where are they? 
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The dreamy midnight rests upon the scene ; 

The gentle moon in heaven hangs serene, 

And sheds her light o'er groves where infimt spring 

Is working joyous on each living thing ; 

Dips her fair fingers in the dewy showers, 

To curl her vines and tint her budding flowers. 

The careless zephyrs toss their wings on high. 

And balmy fragrance mantles to the sky ! 

Let other minstrels choose for soul-inspiring themea 
Thy grots, fair Hellas, and thy haunted streams ! 
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Or sing, Italia, in their glowing lays, 
Thy gorgeons nights and passion-stirring days ! 
Or Scotland's floods, and lakes, and ragged braes, 
May fornish themes for their resounding praise ! 
Me Georgia charms, fair clime of son and flowers. 
Of waving woods, of birds and balmy showers ; 
Me Georgia charms, nor on the varied earth 
Smiles land more fair than that which gave me birth ! 
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My lisping boys, in you I know 
A world of hope, a world of care, 

As when we see mom's brightest glow 
Among her darkest clouds appear, 

Uncertain how the day may go, 
What garb her noon or eve shall wear. 

It may be sunshine, may be storm ; 

The winds may waft the gloom away. 
Or clouds of darker hue and form 

May swallow up the light of day ; 
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The noon may come, like summer warm, 
Or eyenii^ like a winter gray. 

For such is human life ! and we 
Must ever vainly strain the eye, 

In anxious fear or hope, to see 
The future, as her kingdoms lie, 

Or in a tempest drapery. 
Or in a clear and cloudless sky. 

We may not ! From the empty deep 
No form is on our vision cast ; 

Our call awakes no echo's sleep ; 
For sterner shapes than rule the past 

The gates of that dominion keep, 
And we must look to God at last. 

And up to him, my precious sons. 
Has humbly turned your father's eye, 
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That he may guard the little ones 

Who lisp and laugh so gayly by, 
And temper time, as on he runs. 

And give to life a quiet sky ! 



For you I ask no splendid dome, 

Lit up by glory's fiery star. 
Through which distracted hopes sh^ll roam. 

Like blazing comets from afar. 
And passions, waging as they come, 

A fierce and never-ceasing war. 



No world's applause, no brilliant fame. 
Not love of power, peopling hell 

With spirits restless as its flame ; — 
No joys that from such fountains well, 

And flow with turbid, boiling stream 
To what dim sea no lip may tell ! 
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Not one, nor all of these for you, 
My little, careless boys, I pray ; 

But that upon your mom, like dew, 
Her tender hand shall virtue lay — 

Your noon be clothed in quiet blue, 
And peace attend your setting day. 

For so, methinks, the stream of time 
Shall catch a glow by angels given, 

And with celestial music chime. 
And, like a peaceful day to even. 

Flow onward to a brighter clime — 
The calm and Gh)d-lit sea of heaven I 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



SAD HOUKS THEKE AKE. 



Sab Hoora there are, whioh o'er us cast 
A gloom, like clouds upon the sea ; 

The future has no hope — the past 
Is clothed in darkest memory. 



The charmer's eye hath lost its light, 
And music breathes not in her tone ; 

In vain the earth and sky are bright. 
The brightness of our souls is gone. 
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The past surrenders up her dead, — 
Pale, trembling forms to memory dear ; 

They sigh that ere their' spirits fled, 
We might have loved them better here. 

Not smiling, as in happier hours. 
Those figures on our fancy grow j 

But tears roll down their cheeks in showers. 
And we have caused those tears to flow. 

Each frown, each word unkindly spoken, 
Now, one by one, remembered start, 

And vows of love so often broken 
Rise, till they almost crush the heart. 

And there were things we left unsaid, 
And pardons we forgot to crave ; 

And there were tears we might have shed. 
Ere death had called them to the grave. 
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Thms bitter thotights wMeh loog had slept, 

All unoonfessed, within the mind, 
Washed by the tears repentance wept. 

Had left a lighter stain behind. 

Too late ! too late ! no magic word 
Of eastern charm can wake them now. 

Or make our voice of anguish heard 
Within the grave where they are low. 

Go, seek above a happier sphere. 
Where brighter heavens are unfurled. 

And leave us, all unworthy, here, 

To mourn you in this cheerless world ! 

Pale spirits, when our life and love 

Have lost their freshness and their light. 

Then will your memories beam above 
Like stars upon the brow of night ; 
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Aod teaoh us from the distant skies 
That souls apart can ne'er be riven ; 

The chord which true affection ties, 
Though fixed on earth, may reach to heaven ! 
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When the spring is come, on the forest height 

Ton may see the dogwood tree, 
With its robe of green, and its flowers of white. 
Like a simple maid in her mantle dight, 

And bedecked not gorgeously. 

When the spring is here with its voice of glee, 

Through the woods 'tis sweet to stray. 
And to sit and muse by the dogwood tree, 
While the zephyrs now are sporting free. 
And the birds are on each spray. 
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The tints of the rose are brighter, 'tis true, 
Than the bloom of the dogwood tree ; 
There are flowers more rare of shape and hue. 
With their streaks of red and their shades of blue, 
All bedecked so gorgeously. 

But the maid I love is as chastely dight 
As the bloom of the dogwood tree. 
Not hers are the colors that dazzle the sight, 
But the charms that bring to the heart delight. 
Are the maid's who is dearest to me ! 
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Upon thy marble brow, and damask cheek, 
And in thy soft eye's lustre, I have seen 
Strange loveliness, sweet Heloise ; and read 
That tablet of pore thought, until I felt 
The same weird charm along my spirit steal 
Which springs from all things beautiful in nature — 
From budding flower, and sparkling rill, and bright. 
Bright stars in heaven ; for it would seem the hand 
That made them all so fair, has bound them all 
With mystic cord together, till they form 
One magic world of beauty, and are like. 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



^ 



180 HELOISE. 

If not in lineament, in the delight 

They stir within the spirit's depths ! And then, 

Fair child of scarce a half-score years, 

Art one of them, unsullied as thou art, 

And fresh from €lod's creative breath. 

I look 
Upon thine innocence of thought and love. 
And oh ! how valueless becomes the world 
As men have made it, — ^with its hopes, and hates, 
And passions blasting all fair things they touch ! 
Thou, with thine angel purity, dost hold 
A station far, far nearer to the skies 
Than white-haired sages who have toiled for years 
In search of truth and deep philosophy ; 
And in thy gentle heart religion lies 
A brighter gem inurned, than where she shines. 
With self-complacent lustre, on the brow 
Of modern Pharisee. 

To be what they 
Have been ; — ^to cast aside the empty dross 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



HELOISE. f81 

Which men call wisdom ; — to become the same 
Free-hearted things who leapt at God's behest 
Into a glorious world, foredoomed to blast 
And desolate it as it is ; — to quench 
The flames that have been kindled in their sotils 
By spirits sent from hell, were for the great, 
And wise, and powerful, a high attainment ; 
And he who has unlearned to worship self. 
Has learned to worship God. 

For thee, fair child, 
In all thine angel purity of thought. 
Imagination could not paint too bright 
A dwelling-place. Heaven, with its sapphire walls. 
And golden streets, and domes that glitter in 
The sleepless eye of an eternal sun. 
Were scarce too bright for thee; — for thou could^st gaze 
O'er all, through all, with eyes that never yet 
By sin's corruption have been weakened. In 
The angel choirs of paradise thy voice 
Harmoniously would sound, and on thy smile 
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The spirits of the blest ooold gaie, and loTe 
That sweet embodiment of artless truth. 

Oh ! canst thou change, fair spirit of my dream? — 
As years roll on, wilt thou become the same 
As others of the fedlen race of man ? — 
Will sin around thy pure and guileless spirit 
Her fingers of pollution firmly clasp ? — 
Wilt thou become the soulless thing that plumes 
Itself on callousness? — ashamed of what is right, 
And boasting oftener far of what is wrong ? 

Or shall pale care and suffering visit thee 
With scorpion-sting, and leave upon a heart 
Where sin can never rest, scars deeply ploughed ? 
Shall thy own pure affections be thrown back 
Upon thy soul, atid as thou stretchest forth 
Thine arms to clasp within their fond embrace 
Some glittering charm, oh ! shall they madly hug 
Unto thy heart a cold, cold skeleton ? 
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Shall earth with all its beauty weary thee ?— 
And hope, and pride, and loye, and happiness. 
Leave the still chambers of thy soul deserted 
For ennui to wander through, with eyes 
That never rest upon a pleasant thing, 
And a dead heart no charm can wak« to lifel 

As on thought's restless pillow I have pressed 

My aching brow, and images have risen 

Before my fancy's eye of griefe which life 

Has brought to me, and will bring back again, 

AiiAong them ever, and the saddest, floats 

A tearfiil thought of thee ; — that thou, dear child. 

Must change ; — that like a bud I watched this morn 

Thy beauties shall develope, but to lose 

Their fragrance in the atmosphere of sin, 

Or sink all faded, blighted, parched beneath 

The hot and poisonous breath of a bad world. 

And I have raised my spirit's eye to heaven, 

And I have prayed a strange, strange prayer for thee, 
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Sweet Heloise ; — the prayer which men of old 

Were wont to pray who felt the solemn tmth 

That whom the gods love die while they are young. 

Not wealth, or genius, or dominion have 

I asked for thee ; no brilliant thing the world 

Would prize and coret with a burning heart ; 

Not love, which, in its own intensity, 

While giving unto life its greatest charm. 

Can fashion its chief misery; not one, 

Nor all of these from Heayen have I craved. 

In silence and in darkness I have prayed 

That thou, pure child, might'st die ! 
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Oconee ! in my tranquil slumbers, 

At the silent dead of night, 
Oft I see thy golden waters 

Flashing in the rosy light ; -r- 
And flashing brightly, gushing river, 

On the spirit of my dream, 
As in moments fled for ever, 

When I wandered by thy stream ;- 

A forest lad — a careless rover - 
Rising at the dawn of day — 
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With my dog and gun — a hunter, 
Shouting o^er the hills away ; — 

And ever would my shoeless footprints 
Trace the shortest path to thee ; — 

There the plumpest squirrel ever 
Chuckled on the chestnut tree. 

And when, at noon, the sun of summer 

Glowed too fiercely from the sky. 
On thy banks were bowers grateful 

To a rover such as I — 
Among the forest branches woven 

By the richly-scented vine, 
Yellow-jasmine, honey-suckle, 

And by creeping muscadine. 

And there I lay in pleasant slumber. 
And the rushing of thy stream 

Ever made a gentle music. 
Blending softly with my dream — 
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My dream of her, who, near thy waters, 

Grew beneath my loving eye. 
Fairest maid of Georgia's daughters — 

Sweetest flower beneath her sky ! 

With snowy brow, and golden ringlets, 

Eyes that beggar'd heaven's blue, 
Voice as soft as Summer streamlets, 

Lips as fresh as morning's dew ! — 
Although she played me oft the coquette, 

Dealing frowns and glances shy. 
These but made her smiles the dearer 

To a rover such as I. 

What if the earth by fairer river 
Nursed more beauteous maid than she — 

He had found a slow believer 
Who had told that tale to me ; 

And sure I am no knighted lover 
Truer faith to ladie bore, 
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Than the little barefoot rover, 
Dreaming on thy pleasant shore. 

The happiest hours of life are vanished ; 

She has vanished with them, too ! 
Other bright-eyed Georgia damsels 

Blossom where my lily grew ; — 
And yet the proudest, and the sweetest 

To my heart can never seem 
Lovely as the little Peri, 

Mouldering by thy murmuring stream ! 
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Who feels not, land of Infancy, 
How bright amid life's universe, 

Thou stretchest far in memory, 
Of virgin hopes and joys, the nurse? — 

Thrice hallowed clime of witchery. 
Like Eden-land before the curse, 

Thy blooming bowers, evergreen. 

Are reared beneath undying sheen ! 

No tempests howl i^ong thy sky. 
Nor lightnings flash, nor thunders roar. 
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Nor billows dashing wild and high 

Upon thy strand their vengeance pour ; 

But gentlest breezes murmur by, 
And balmy showers falling o*er 

Thy waving groves of citron bloom, 

Nurse gushing fountains of perfume ! 

Sweet isle amid a troubled sea, 

How scaled we up thy flowery height, 

And careless of the pangs to be. 
Unconscious of our then delight, 

How wished we fairy-wings to flee 
Along the waste that met our sight. 

And mingle in its turbid strife — 

The tempest-smitten sea of life ! 

, Yet then each hour had pleasures new. 

Each day was in fresh beauties dight ; — 
Joy rode upon each breeze that blew. 

Basked in each flower that ope'd to sight : — 
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Alas ! that time the dream should strew ! 

Alas ! that Hope should wing her flight ! 
Alas I that we should part from thee, 
Thou land — thou, land of Infancy ! 
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How gently o'er l^y breast, sweet isle, 

Would glide the hours! — from morning's glow 
To evening's softer breath and smile, 

Day had a bright, harmonious flow ; 
And when we heard in rumored tale 

From the far East of angry strife, 
Oppression — wrongs — the widow's wail — 

And cares that wear out human life — 
How softly Ella's accents rdse 

In prayer to Gted — the God above-^ 
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Who gave to us such sweet repose, 

With all the glowing bliss of love : 
And did there chance at times to rove 

A forlorn stranger to our isle, 
And with sad tale his grief beguile. 
The gentle sigh, the pearly dew 
In Ella^s eye — her eye of blue — 
Proclaimed a heart to Nature true. 

Our pastimes were at mom to stray 

Upon the sands, and watch the flight 
Of airy sails along their way, 

Borne down the stream by breezes light ; 
Or catch the music of the grove 
Where happy songsters warbled love. 
Or mark the flowers laying bare 
Their virgin bosoms to the air ; 
And oh I when bliss or beauty new 
Would strike the sense and spirit too — 
To Ella's cheek — how bright a glow. 
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To Ella's lip — how sweet a smile, 
To Ella's eye — how soft a flow 

Of happy tears would rise the while ! — 
And when Ihose eyes would turn to mine 

Their deep, blue orbs, so full of heaven — 
As arm in arm would intertwine, 

And soul to soul was freely given, 
And every beating of her heart 
Would seem to be of mine a part. 
And all her accents as they fell 
Of joyous love would softly tell. 
Oh ! Eden, was there ever bliss 
Beneath thy bowers like to this ? 

At noon we sought the silent grove 
Where waving branches interwove, 
Beside some stream that, murmuring by. 
Reflected leaf, and bird, and sky ; 
And there would con the mystic lore 
Of Wisdom and Philosophy, 
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Or torn tiia lighter pageg o'er 
Of Romance and of Poetry ; 
But all we learnt was that the wise 
Ne'er find reward beneath the skies, 
And chose for our philosophy, 
Content witii fortune's gifts to be ; 
Nor did we ever read the story 
Of wealth or power, pomp or glory, 
That could decoy us from the breast 
Of that lone isle amid the West 

And Ella loved the silent night 

Bespangled with its stary light: 

'< Methinks the sky and earth are wed 

At eve around us," once she said, 

" For see, towards the sweet southwest 

The forest pine has lost his crest 

Amid the stars ; and lo, Night's queen 

Arising from the quiet east. 
Through leaves and boughs, her disk of sheen 
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In breadth and splendor is increased ; 
And stars are glassed within the river, 
That sighs more softly now than ever, 
And sleeping earth would seem to vie 
In beauty with the waking sky !" 
And forth upon the river, I 

Would often launch our light canoe, 
, And gently would the ripples sigh 

Around our bark as on we flew ; — 
As on we flew, our hearts would bound 

With joy that never ceased to bless, 
With nought above, and nought around, 

But sky, and stars, and wilderness ! 

Oh ! I have tried the stormy world. 
And been within its eddies whirled. 
And found its joys — if ever sought — 
If ever won — are dearly bought ; 
And I have learned that pomp and power, 
The triumphs of a fleeting hour. 
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And all the heraldry of fame — 
A world's applause — a glorious name- 
Not half the sacred bliss impart 
As to be loved by one true heart ! 
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Hail, spirit, wandering by 

On shadowy pinions, whispering soft and low f — 

Like Summer winds that blow 

And scatter fragrance through the burning sky, 

I knew them as they stole. 

In mystic bloom and music, o'er my soul I 

With solemn pace and slow 

I seek the shadows of the silent grove ; 

I hail thee as I rove 

Beside the streamlet's sad complaining flow, 
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To touch with grief my string, 

And feed with poet-tears my sorrowing ! 

Amid the solitude 

How gayly, hark ) the new-fledged zephyrs shout ; — 

And lo ! the stars are out, 

And weave a dream of lustre in the wood ; — 

And flowers, by eve carest. 

Are nursing infant odors on their breast. 

Alas I too bright the Spring ! 

Her tresses strung with liquid pearl, too fair — 

Her winged zephyrs bear 

Too sweet an incense from her blossoming ; — 

Ah me ! too soft a lay 

Her warblers sing at dawn and close of day I 

Since now for me no more, 

Ye rosy hours, the bloom of life ye bring ; 

But still each coming Spring 
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Eenews the dream of hopes for ever o'er ! — 

Life warms around my head, 

My heart is lonely with the cold and dead ! 
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A DESERTED HOMESTEAD IN MIDDLE 
GEORGIA. 



Deserted fields on every side 

Lie in the desert tor ; 
The storm has ploughed their furrows wide. 

And laid their bosoms bare : 
How still the earth 1 how sad the sky I 

The loneliness how deep ! 
Exhausted Nature seems to lie 

In weariness and sleep. 
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Where now the fields of yellow corn, 

Of cotton snowy white, 
That rustled in the breezy morn. 

Or kindled in the light? 
Where now the woods of oak and pine 

That waved with sea-like swell 1 
Where now the herds of lowing kine?- 

The horn?— the tinkling bell? 

Gone is the fondly nurtured grove, 

Gone are its precious flowers, 
And gone the curling vines that wove 

Its branches into bowers : — 
The garden with its arbor — gone, 

And gone the orchard green ; 
A shattered chimney stands alone, 

Possessor of the scene. 

My mother earth ! I deeply grieve 
That o'er thy happy face, 
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The rapid wheels of time shoa}d leave 

So desolate a trace ; — 
Thou hast not numbered many years, 

Thou'rt old before thy day, 
Like a young heart sickening with its cares, 

And perishing away. 

And where are they who loved thee best 

Of all the smiling earth — 
Who clung to thee as to the breast 

Of one that gave them birth ? 
Some sleep beneath yon mouldering stone 

Within thine arms of clay ; — 
Aye ! some are dead ! The rest are gone 

Towards the setting day. 

And yet this spot — I love it well I 

Home of my early years ! 
Thou'rt hallowed to me in the spell 

Of countless smiles and tears ! 
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The smiles have vanished, like the flowers 
That bloomed when thou wert blessed ; — 

The tears still gush, like thunder showers 
That rend thy desert breast 
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A DOGWOOD tree, with berries red, 

Hung darkling o'er my woodland seat, 
And far abroad its branches spread, 

To shield me from the Summer's heat, 
As, buried in that copse, the while 

Mid scented boughs of shrubbery hid, 
I read of Crusoe's desert isle. 

And Haroun Alraschid. 

The solemn o&k, with foliage dusk. 
Became a palace as I read ; — 
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A dome of oriental mosque, 
The pine-tree towered overhead — 

And precious gems, and jewels rare, 
Were thickly strung the leaves amid, 

As rose bright cities in the air 
Of Haroun Alraschid. 

And veiled maid, with sparkling eyes. 

And Mussulman, with stately pace, 
And genii, reaching to the skies. 

And caliphs of a royal race, 
And palaces, as of the dead. 

Within the breast of mountains hid. 
Gleamed through the forest, as I read 

Of Haroun Alraschid ! 

Oh ! often since in lonely hours. 
My heart reverts to childhood's day. 

When generous fancy scattered flowers 
So thickly o'er life's sunny way ; — 
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And often to the dogwood tree — 

The shadows of the grove amid — 
I hie in thought to dream of thee, 

Great Haroun Alraschid ! 
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Mt little bird, what brings thee here, 
A wanderer from the bright sunlight? 

The air is sweet — the sky is clear — 
The woods are in their foliage dight, 

And sweetly on the pensive ear, 

The passing winds a music bear. 

Ha ! dost thou wish again to flee 
The student's room thus lone and drear. 

And on thy little pinion free, 
Skim lightly o'er the Summer air, 
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Till seated in thy bower again, 
Thou'lt warble forth a merry strain ? 

Well, go ! — ^but soon, my songster sweet. 
Dark Winter with his frosts will come ; 

And cold will be thy little feet. 
Thy tuneful bosom will be dumb, 

Thy wings will be too stiflf to fly — ' 

And thou wilt sicken, droop, and die ! 

Oh ! thus the joyous spirit flies 
Thy shadowing arms, sad melancholy I 

And like yon warbler in the skies. 

It spends its Spring in sportive folly,— 

Till age, like Winter, clouds its doom. 

And death shall sweep it to the tomb ! 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



"STILL CLOSER TO MY BURNING HEART." 



Still closer to my burning heart 
I press thy gentle, trusting form, 

And from my soul the clouds depart, 
As into sunshine soft and warm, 

And 1 behold a rainbow start 
Athwart the bosom of the storm. 

For I had suffered ! — There are hours 

When from the world there seems to spring 

A spirit hatched by evil powers, 
With poisoned fang and fiery sting, 

10* 
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And pouring venom out by showers, — 
Strange madness to the bosom bring. 

The present loses all its light; — 
Clouds o'er the future darkly brood ; 

Hope trembles in her upward flight, 
Heart-smitten by some arrow rude, 

And falls to earth, as into night. 

With plumage bathed in ebbing blood. 

The soul grows weary, sick and faint. 
As one that lingers here4ioo long— 

Who bears within a hidden taint 

That bows him when he should be strong ; — 

His cheek robs slowly of the paint 

Distilled by youth, and health, and song. 

It matters little how it came — 

What cruel word, what icy Ibok, "^ 
What searing thought of foi^^d flame, 
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From speaking miin, or silent book, 
Begot the charm — it is the same — 
My spirit in its talons shook. 

Enraged I turned me to the world, 

As one who felt a deadly wrong, 
And in the storm of passion whirled. 

Did think him more than tempest-strong, 
And fierce defiance madly hurled 

At all that did to man belong. 

In vain ! in vain I To Nature then 
For soothing, healing balm I turned-^— 

To wood, and stream, and hill, and glen — 
Since from my childhood I had learned 

From her more wisdom than from men ; — 
In vain 1 for still my spirit burned ! 

And yet I know the dream has gone ; — 
I grope no longer in the night, 
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Or feel as if I walked alone I 
Nor ask I how it took its flight. — 

Enough to know, oh I dearest one, 
I fled to thee, and all was light. 



I gazed upon thy gentle hrow, 
And in thine eye's most tender beam, 

In former days remembering how 
They broke upon me like a dream, 

Until the earth, beneath their glow, 
A paradise of love did seem. 



Dear then they were — but doubly dear 
In later years, since tried and true, 

When storms were dark, and skies were drear, 
And troubles grew, and friends were few, 

I found them still my spirit cheer, 
And giye to earth celestial hue^ 
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Oh ! dearest to my heart and life, 

All-seeing God alone may know 
How thou upon, my spirit's strife, 

The oil of peace canst gently throw, 
And bid the waves, with ten^pest rife. 

Sink to a calm and gentle flow. 

And he alone, who reads the heart. 

Can know if to idolatry 
The flame of human love can start, 

And if his own the gift should be, 
I thus, oh I worshipped as thou art, 

Too fondly offer up to thee I 
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Beneath yon rock there was a spring, 
That welPd with gleeful murmuring, 

And down the gentle steep, 
Nov in the shade — now in the light — 
Would gayly dally with the sight, 

Till lost in shrubbery deep. 

How sweet it was, when worn and hot, 
To rest me in this shady spot, 

Beside that fountain's brink — 
To put the floating cress aside. 
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Then, with my lip upon the tide, 
The forest nectar drink ! 

And then how sweet to lie and dream, 
While murmurs from the babbling stream 

Game on the pensive ear, 
From rustling wing, and chirped note 
Of choristers with honeyed throat, 

Who loved to warble here ! 

But years have flown ! the spring is dry, 
And withered hang the cresses by 

The channel hid in leaves ; — 
No choristers are breathing love. 
Save here at times the widowed dove 

In lonely sorrow grieves. 

But in my heart still dost thou gush 
With all the freshness of thy rush. 
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Thou happy, babbling rill i 
And at the silent dead of night 
When memory turns to past delight, 

I hear thy murmurs still. 

And oh ! when cares like vultures dart 
Upon my sad and weary heart. 

And frightened hope hath fled, 
1*11 hasten to thy silent brink, 
And lay me on the leaves, and think 

That I am with the dead ! 
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Where Yonah lifts his bald and reverend head 

The humbler Alleghany peaks above, 
Beneath his shadow pleasantly is spread 

Nacoochee's vale — sweet as a dream of love. 

Cradle of Peace ! mild, gentle as the dove 
Whose tender accents from yon woodlands swell, 

Must she have been who thus has interwove 
Her name with th6e, and thy soft, holy spell, 
And all of peace which on this troubled globe may 
dwell ! 
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Nacooohee — in tradition, thy sweet queen — 
Has vanished with her maidens : not again 

Along thy meadows shall their forms be seen ; 
The mountain echoes catch no more the strain 
Of their ^d Indian lays at evening's wane ; 

No more, where rustling branches intertwine. 

They pluck the jasmine flowers, or break the cane 

Beside the marshy stream, or from the vine 

Shake down, in purple showers, the luscious muscadine. 



Yet round thee hangs the same sweet spirit still ! 

Thou art among these hills a sacred spot. 
As if shut out from all the clouds of iU 

That gloom so darkly o'er the human lot. 

On thy green breast the world I quite forgot — 
Its stern contentions — its dark grief and care — 

And I breathed freer, deeper, and blushed not 
At old emotions long, long stifled there, 
Which sprang once more to life in thy oalm, loving air. 
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I saw the last bright gleam o£ sunset play 

, On Yonah's lofty head ; all quiet grew 

Thy bosom, which beneath the shadows lay 
Of the surrounding mountains ; deeper blue 
Fell on their mighty summits ; evening threw 

Her veil o'er all, and on her azure brow 
A bright star shone ; a trusting form I drew 

Yet closer to my side ; above, below, 

Within,, were peace and hope life may not often know ! 

Thou loveliest of earth's valleys ! fare thee well! 

Nor is this parting pangless to my soul. 
Youth, hope and happiness with thee shall dwell, 

Unsullied Nature hold o'er thee control. 

And years still leave thee beauteous as they rolL 
Oh ! I could linger with thee ! yet this spell 

Must break, e'en as upon my heart it stole. 
And found a weakness there I I^ay not tell — 
An anxious life, a troubled future claim me f fare thee 
well ! 
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I never knew, 
When life the shadows of her midnight wore, 
The sympathy a brother's love sheds o'er 

The soul like dew. 

Upon the wave 
Of wild contention rudely tossed ahout, 
Companionless, I never saw stretched out 

An arm to save. 
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Yet not unblest ! 
Since to that sea there was a quiet shore, 
On which the billows rolling eyer bore 

My soul to rest. 

A sister's love ! 
Two gentle beings by my side had grown, 
And Life, of three hearts mingling into one, 

Her web had wove. 

The glittering thread 
Of joy, and peace, and hope had brightly gleamed 
Amid the golden wefb — until it seemed 

By angels made ; — 

Descending warm 
From mansions by the great Eternal blest — 
When every star was gone — imparting rest 

Amid the storm. 
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The woof IB broken ! 
Unless, indeed, pure spirits from above 
Commune with us, as erst, in tender love, 

By words unspoken. 

And now but two, 
Upon the shore we stand, of hope bereft. 
And know it was a fearful storm that left 

But me and you. 

And wrecked we feel, 
And in our trembling souls hear solemn sounds. 
And know from poison'd shafts there may be wounds 

Which never heal. 

Yet let us cease 
Repining o'er life's torn and blotted book. 
And strive from earth to raise our eyes, and look 
^ In heaven for peace ! 
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NOTES 



POEM OF TALLULAH. 
Page 19. 

The following description of the Falls of Tallulah is taken 
from Richards* " Georgia Illustrated." 

" The Terrora is a small stream, which rushes through an awful 
chasm in the Blue Ridge, rending it for several miles. (Terrora is 
the Indian name of the stream — and signifies terrible. — Tallulah 
is applied to the cataracts, and conveys a better idea of the sound 
of the name as pronounced by the Indians.) The ravine is a thou> 
sand feet in depth, and of a similar width. Its walls are gigantic 
clifis of dark granite. The heavy masses piled upon each other in 
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the wildest confusion, sometimes shoot out, overhanging the yawn- 
ing gulf, and threatening to break from their seemingly frail tenure, 
and hurl themselves headlong into its dark depths. 

" Along the rocky and uneven bed of this deep abyss, the 
infuriated Terrora, or, in the beautiful and expressive language of 
the Indians — the Terrible — frets and foams with ever^varying 
course. Now, it flows in sullen majesty, through a deep and 
romantic glen, embowered in the foliage of the trees, which here 
and there spring from the rocky ledges of the chasm walls. — Anon, 
it rushes with accelerated motion, breaking fretfully over protruding 
rocks, and uttering harsh murmurs, as it verges a precipice, 

» Where, colleoted all, 
In one impetuous torrent, down the steep 
It thundering shoots, and shakes the country round. 

The most familiar point of observation is the Pulpit, an 
immense cliff which projects far into the chasm, commanding the 
view presented in the engraving. — From this position, the extent 
and depth of the fearful ravine, and three of the most romantic of 
the numerous cataracts, are observed.** 

These falls are in Habersham County, and the north-eastern part 
of Georgia. 
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" Perhaps a kingf upon 
Ton height he sleeps ^^^ etc. Page 33. 

In the early settlement of the adjacent country by the whites, 
human bones were seen in one of the caves opposite to the Pulpit ; 
suggesting the idea to some that the Indians might have cast them 
there as to a fitting burial-place. 



BONAVENTURE BY STARLIGHT. 
Page 107. 

Bonaventure, formerly the residence of Gov. Tatnall, is situated 
about four miles from Savannah. — The beauty of the place has 
rendered it an object of peculiar attraction both to citizens and to 
strangers. — Long rows of live oaks, hung with the gray moss 
belonging to the country, run parallel and at right angles to the 
water, -and present to the eye a most solemn and impressive 
appearance. Since the composition of this poem it has been 
converted into a public cemetery, and will vie with any which the 
country can present in peculiar adaptation for a burial-place of the 
dead. 
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TOCCOA.— OR THE BEAUTIFUL. 

Page 133. 

Toceoa is the Indian word signifying beautiful, and is contradis- 
tinguished from Terrora or Tallulah, which signifies terrible. 
These falls are likewise in Habersham County. 

THE STRANGER'S SUICIDE. 

Pags 139. 

This poem was suggested by a melancholy occurrence, which 
has, doubtless, impressed itself upon the recollection of the citizens 
of Savannah. — In 1845 a most estimable young man, and most 
gifted clerg3rman, but recently entered upon his pastoral duties in 
Savannah, drowned himself at Bonaventure, as was supposed, in a 
fit of mental aberration. — His body Was subsequently recovered. 

THE VALE OF NACOOCHEE. 

Page 223. 

" There is no section of Georgia where Nature has scattered 
her beauties with greater profioeness, than in the north-eastern 
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comer of the State, and particularly in the County of Habersham. 
That region is a rich treasure-house of scenes, which exhibit every 
conceivable form of loveliness and sublimity, entrancing the gaze 
of the astonished beholder, and overwhelming him with their beauty 
and magnificence. Now, he stands upon the cloud-capped summit 
of the majestic Yonah, and a vision of indescribable grandeur fills 
his eye. Around the base of the moimtain lies in quiet repose the 
valley of Nacoochee — more beautiful than * Tempers classic vale,* 
— ^beyond which spreads a vast and boundless amphitheatre of hills, 
their wood-crowned summits towering one above the other, like 
steps to heaven, until the loftiest hides its dusky head amid the 
snowy clouds." — Richards^ " Georgia Illustrated" 
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